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FROM THE PUBLISHER... 


The human body is a beautiful and mysterious creation which has been depicted by artists since the dawn of 
time. Unfortunately, there have always been people out to exploit it for profit. Not every interpreter of 
eroticism is Michelangelo, and not every model is David. 


America. for moneymaking reasons, has done everything unethical to this high ideal. It has been a breeding 
ground for censors motivated by greed, personal sickness and twisted agendas. In a land where creativity is 
legally attacked, you will have artists who work in an erotic mode persecuted out of jobs, used as quislings 

| against each other, and finally attacked by the IRS. In an atmosphere such as this, only a criminal element is 
left to prevail. Both models and people who have the potential to flower into artists of the senses are left 
vulnerable to deal with the criminal element that finances and imposes aesthetic constraints. 


The business of eroticism in America has been a black hole from which none have emerged unchanged. Still, 
one of America’s largest multibillion dollar industries is pornography, which shows the demand existing for 
the product. An FBI warning against copyright infringement appears before hardcore pornographic videotapes 
despite the overriding popular and legal perception that all public forms of eroticism are prostitution, and 
therefore intrinsically illegal. Unfortunately, with all the thugs involved, including MR. FREEDOM, our 
"protector," eroticism has been debased into yet another form of prostitution. However, erotica, when it has 


been done correctly, is not a crime. 


As we approach the millennium, we have gotten farther from the idealism of eroticism and more towards 
degradation, a who's on top, who's on bottom ideology. Vice laws are very selectively enforced. At this 
second, anyone in Manhattan who knows where to look can find excrement videotapes, bestiality, child 
pornography (if you know the special color-code password), the Traci Lords videotapes supposedly taken off 
shelves years ago, and snuff films. Don't let John Waters lie to you with his insistent disclaimer of their non- 
existence; you will have to travel down an ugly occult alleyway to find them, but they're out there. In this 
contemporary setting, it is almost impossible for eroticism to be the cream that floats to the top when it has to 
pass through all the sewage above it. 


All hail METASEX. If the cream is out there, we'll find it. And we'll also reveal the horror 
we've seen while searching. 
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The original Kinematics 
bondage and fetish bookstore 
was a shoebox sized affair 
sandwiched between Mr. Kim's 
New York Wigs and Gifts and the 
Playland Arcade on 7th Avenue 
and 47th Street, right in the 
heart of Times Square. .. The 
small strip of buildings it 
occupied was raised around 1990 
and a modern hotel stands there 
today... 


Kinematics used to be 
unpleasantly crowded, like 
being trapped in a small cage, 
so cramped that you'd have to 
wedge yourself past customers. 
There was a dark area for loops 
in the back with those old 
fashioned parking meter 
viewers, separated by small 
head curtains. 


cp] il ip -NSI 


Kinematics had a 
reputation as New York City's 
premier kink store for loops, 
videos and publications. 
Curious Puerto Rican guys 
worked there, like Jumbo, who 
had an Afro, heavy track marks 
and a goofy look on his face. 
Jumbo was a known Times Square 
thief who .used to steal wigs 
from the Korean next door and 
sell them to strippers and drag 
queen streetwalkers in™-the~ 
neighborhood. `’ Back then 
Kinematics was run by a laid 
back old southern guy named 
Bill, who personally was a 
girlfighting fan. Bill's since 
retired to North Carolina. 


Today's Kinematics is ina 
boutique setting, hovering upa 
flight of stairs in a semi- 
residential brownstone. It's a 


stone's throw from Macy's, on 
the fringes of the garment 
district, on 37th Street off 
5th Avenue. The street is 
creepy and desolate, a crack 
area pocketed by welfare 
hotels. Black guys linger in 
doorways selling drugs or their 
interpretations of them. 


The words spouting 
wrestling and fetishes are on 
Kinematics' black front window. 


Bill's successor to the 
Kinematics empire is Milt, a 
terse but agreeable white 
haired veteran of the ‘Russ 
Meyer era. The store's 


cashiers include disinterested 
pakis and a terribly obnoxious 
middle aged man embracing that 
Ramones little boy semi-retard 
look. If you're a woman, or in 
a couple, he watches you like a 
hawk. You feel you're not here 
for his entertainment, so it's 
intrusive. 
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A view from the briefcase 


THE LATIN FROM 
MANHATTAN — 
Vanessa Del Rio 


The cashier's register 
looms above you, like every sex 
store excépt theaters. Next to 
it is a glass booth with 
lcockrings and stupid T-shirts 
with the word "Slave" 
emblazoned on the front, which, 
MM not surprisingly, don't sell. 

Just past the cash register is 


ES the written word section. All 
gsorts of male psyche are 
pinioned on the wall. Men who 


want to be forced into curious 
modes of feminine dress; men 
who want to be women; men who 
want women to be men. Stories 
heavy on mommy ism, the 
Bheterosexual equivalent to 
daddyism. The old standby 
cartoon. books by Ward and 
Stanton (usually $15 each), 
full of arched eyebrows, pointy 
tits in tight sweaters, boys 
running in terror from dominant 
mother figures who lead their 
teenage daughters in vicious 
pursuit. Pretty tame, and a 
healthy outlet considering that 
people jerk off to Court TV. 


"PRESSURE SALE" - Stanton 


DA 


Curious’ S&M publications 
with the handlettered titles 
Penance at St. Michelle's and 
Chastisement at St. Michelle's, 
with red covers and a crude 
piece of leather cord binding. 
Certainly Cocteau influenced. 
Cornily, they were credited to 
the "Rev. C: Verity." Sketches 
of big titted, overweight women 
working at a factory, pushing 
coal carts, getting hung upside 


down and dunked in watér. Nuns ` 


give directions. Women with 
straw hats whip other inmates. 
Certainly the strange brew of 
some deeply steeped mind witha 
design as impassioned as the 
-crazed polaroidist from The 
Texas Chainsaw Massacre. 


California's Nu West 


publications ($10 - $15) have a... 


tired bent towards school 
discipline with no imagination 
or personality whatsoever. Not 
quite Victorian and not quite 
Wild West, but featuring lots 
of hair buns. Minimalist line 
drawings that look like not 
particularly skilled tracings, 
from photographs, perhaps. 


Word processed catalogues 
of imagined institutional 
women's settings put out by 
private collectors sell for 


about $20. Standard dirty 
bookstore bondage paperbacks 
are plentiful. Assorted 
swinger and spanking. 
newsletters, some only 
otherwise obtained via mail 
order, are represented. 
Pornography is always 


recyclable for money if it's of 
interest and in good condition. 


There's all sorts of men 
inside Kinematics. Some visit 
resplendent in blue 
windbreakers with greasy hair 
combed to the side, cheap 
valises in tow. If they catch 
you looking they just want to 
evaporate. They . mind their 
business and ignore everyone. 


“WINNER TAKE ALL" - Stanton 


The short, swarthy Italian 
guys -- the same type who turn 
up ever hopeful at swing clubs 
each week -- are just so glad 
to see you. - Roman orgy 
descendants, they're always to 
be found at the swinger 
publications corner with their 
hands constantly at rest in 
their slacks as they watch you 
from behind. Desperate 
hedonists. 


The guilty types, with 
white hair, raincoats, holding 
briefcases with gold clasps, 
are all business. They look 
married but don't seem to 
particularly like women. often 
they purchase slick magazines 
of plain looking women tied up 
with rope and tit bondage. 


Jarringly, there really 
are men in Kinematics who look 
like Joel Rifkin. They 
interpret this whole scene as 
documentary, not acted. 


Irish guys, the type with 
very dark or very blonde hair 
and blue eyes, are always 
leafing through the bondage 
photo album by the front 
counter. They're glad you're 


there, too, because they're 


AS TUE TWO MUSCULAR BEAUTIES BATTERED 
EACH OTHER IN BLOODY CCMAT, REG CON- (8) 
CEALED HIMSELF IN SOME STRAW PILED IN 


into serious force. Limits 
went by the wayside for these 
gents a long time ago. These 
guys look like they'd like to 
assfuck without lubricant, an 
unsettling thought by most sane 

standards, but not surprising 


considering that all 
Kinematics' trade deals with 
force. One will is being 


asserted over another's; it's 
not all unconsensual, but most 
of the stock dealing with women 
presents acted out versiors of 
unwillingness. Even seeing 
something fake is seeing 
something real to a certain 
degree. Since it exists as a 
mental entity, ` then, in a 
fashion, it lives. 


If you'd be liking a 
little theater, and would like 
a respite from the main arena, 
you can enter one of the up to 
about twenty booths Kinematics 
has to offer. Amazingly, it is 
not a completely degenerate 
scene. Clean wouldn't be the 
adjective, but tidy would be in 
order. No glory holes or overt 
homosexual cruising. Ee s 
virtually the only adult 
bookstore in the city this 
peaceful, because in the 


SUDDENLY, BETTY CRABRED 


A GLOVE FULL OF FRAN'S 

A BLONDE TRESSES AND 

f BEGAN GRINDING THE 
POOR GIRLS FACE WITH 
THE LACES ON HERGLONE/ 


"BIG BETTY" - early Stanton circa lato line 


others, even if they have 


heterosexual ‘products, their 
booths are still known as 
quickie sex areas. The paki 


porter is always doing some 
sort of cleanliness busy work, 
but there's no overpowering 
cleanser odor. No lingering 
bottles of Rush or Locker Room 
litter booths. Revelry is hard 
to be seen. Virtually no come 
shots are evident and. no one 
talks. Everyone seems mute 
except when a figure is 
sometimes called out as a sale 
is rung up. The only sounds 
emanating from the booths is a 
cacophony of moans, laughter, 
chastisements, bitching, 
whining, complaining, and an 
orchestra of slaps. 


There's always customers 
about in the booth area, but 
everyone's minding their own 
business. The booth area is 
horseshoe shaped, with an 
island of booths in the middle. 
There are two glass cases on 
the wall. One has an 
assortment of whips, dildos and 
maybe a fuzzy mit. The whips 
are offbeat, not your basic run 
of the mill. A little more 
exotic, such as a cat o'nine 
tails with a thin texture 
somewhere between rope and 
thread. Of course, there's The 
Leather Mask, which no bondage 
store is ever without, and 


Casper Milquetoast "love cuffs" 


for:the velour Story of O-ist. 


Bondage Classics (H.O.M.). 


The other glass box has 
the videotape boxes of the 
booth selections showing a. 
picture or perhaps a brief 
summary; some are just a word 
and a number. The tapes are 
for sale, and the selection of 
them is staggering. The 
enormous. amount. of tapes in 
display racks creates little 
subaisles in the main section 
or °C Kinematics, giving the 
it a mazelike guality. 


The most intense examples 
of the genres of tapes for sale 
are on display in the booths. 
The booths contain a television 
monitor. behind plexiglass at 
face level. Inside, the booth 


is a formica paneled closet. 
‘Doors close and there is a full 


wall disconnecting you from 
your jaded neighbor in the next 
booth. You drop your quarter 


in and press a button either 
‘pointing up or down to ‘change 
.selections and each quarter 
‘buys about ninety seconds. 


The selections run from an 


English import of two similar . 


looking natural redheads with 
freckles in a minimal set 
taking turns whipping and 
strapping one on with a balding 


professor. They were naked 
save for panties and old 
fashioned Cuban high heeled 
pumps. It was consensual, 


making it seem less severe than 
it really was. The women 
weren't armed with modest sized 
dildos. i 


There are tapes of biker 
guys with chicks on heavy 
barbiturates being beaten half 
to death and feeling not a 
thing: These tapes cross the 
line into plantation beatings. 
It's sad guys would pop their 
cookies or quarters over this 
obvious appeal to those who 
hold pimp illusions. These 
tapes «look like they're shot in 
houses in rural areas of 
Northern California, and you 


wouldn't be surprised if one of 
turned üp: 


“America's Missing" 
in one. Ultimately, white 
slave trade in the world today. 


The Japanese tapes are a 


staple of the Kinematics. diet. ` 


Orientals trapped in icehouses. 
Impalings and piercings are 


common, with omnipresent chinky: 


moans mixed with screaming on 
the soundtrack. 


with girls narcotized into 
barely comatose states. For 
this quarter spent you'll see 
the edge of life and death. 
The worst was the sewing tape, 
which is exactly what its name 
implies -- a girl having her 
‘pussy sown up. It was pink, 


there was blood, and it would | 


: make any remotely sexually sane 

‘person want to faint. AS 
erotic as. a living autopsy, it 
took something out of you as a 
human seeing it. 


ATTENTION: Hard Gore Collectors! 


aunt STAG FILMS 


These tapes 
look heavily Yakuza influenced | 


` hide 


Jabbing my fingers wildly 
to change channels, I come upon 
Jamie Gillis, the Uncle Remus 
of the S&M world. Now entering 
his half century, half of which 
has been spent. in the sex 
business, Gillis has gotten 
quite chubby with age. He 
makes self-directed tapes he 
stars in, beating his own one 
man band. It's an olde timey 
stag setup with a tripod; the 
camera does not move and he 
improvises on a situation for 
forty five minutes with a 
partner. It's tedious, like an 
Andy Warhol movie without the ~ 
interior meaning, colorful 
characters or witty dialogue. 


Titles like Humiliated White 
Boy. Boy? That may be a 


narcissistic premise in Gillis' 
brain, but it's not displayed 
on the tape. At one point he 
is so completely at a lack of 


what to do he says. dismissively 


to his exaggerated black co- 


star, who's a heartbeat away 
from transsexualism, "spank 
yourself." Why bother. Gillis 


wears street clothes in these 
tapes -- Army fatigue pants, 
Converse white canvas sneakers, 
with a baggy grey sweatshirt to 
his. gut. The most 
startling thing about Gillis' 
tapes is their total lack of 
interest .or enthusiasm for 


- something that is an. integral 
‘part of his personal life. As 
. successfully as he 


‘can have 
public sex, Gillis fails as an 
‘actor here. 


Georaes Pichara 
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"shirt ripped open. 


‘ Conversely, 


A mainstay of the 
Kinematics booths as well as 
the store is female fighting. 
Backyard brawls with white 
trash wrestling. What looks 


like drug dealers' girlfriends 


fighting not nearly as hard as 


they're capable of in the 
shadow of El Caminos and 
Rancheros parked in the 
driveways of their drug money 
bought houses. This is 
essential to a successful 
catfight tape -- a very public 
setting. Hair pulling, tit 


twisting and the omnipresent 
An old well 
worn standby, but apparently 
does the job for many. Very 
plentiful and annoying but 
certainly not dangerous or 
threatening. They're just ill- 
dignified, which is, of course, 
the point. 


The booths always have a 
B&D tape with a nera with a 
ponytail who looks like a porno 
crew member. Really low and 


“stupid, so mindless you can 
laugh out loud, but so dull why 
bother. “You were bad in 
school - I'm going to have to 


spank you" type of crap. 
Boring, a dullard's Daddy trip. 
there's the 
Mistress Name What Have You 


“tape of a standard dominatrix 


scene -- thigh boots, high 
leather garb, the "ves, 
mistress" pablum. "You've been 
a bad. boy and you've got to 
pay!" Mommyism at its most 
theatrical. Unfortunately, 
what passes for reality to all 
too many S&M'rs as the usual 
public face of sadomasochism. 


One incongruous tape, made 
by some sort of video: freak, 
was snippets of ordinary TV 
shows like B Baywatch or Acapulco 


Heat with scenes of actresses 
tied up, fighting, or in some 
form of oversimplified 
distress. The absolute lack of 
fundage was made up for by 
inventiveness. 


Of course, I'm a little 
jealous of all this male sexual 
freedom going on. Kinematics 
is a complete male dream world, 
and absolutely nothing like 
this exists for women. 
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"PRESSURE SALE" - Stanton 


For Kinematics Coda see page 52 


PURVEYORS OF THE FETISH LIFE : 
A BRIEF HISTORY OF FETISH TIMES 


By Bill Landis 


Fifteen years ago, FETISH TIMES was 
a revolutionary rag which championed S&M 
in it's most outrageous forms. It brought 
fetishes to the raunchy norm of SCREW, in 
which everything human, no matter how 
base and ill-dignified, was part of the sexual 
world. FT's style beheld fetishes as so 
universal and commonplace that who really 


«scared how ridiculous they could be. 


The genius behind the old FT was 
Marvin X, a bearded 35-ish Jewish looking 
fellow who mercifully lacked SCREW 
honcho Alvin Goldstein's girth. Marvin had 
a sense of silliness, as well as respect for the 


- erotic content. The month Elvis died only 


Marvin would have the balls to have a 
headline cover screaming "Elvis in Bondage" 


- with a still of the King getting whipped from 
‘. JAILHOUSE ROCK. Marvin X named 


Prime Minister of India Moraji Desai 
"Fetishist of the Year" because he drank his 
own urine, complete with a photo of the 
wrinkled Gupta with a pee cup poised to his 
lips. 


A monthly feature would be FETISHES 
IN THE NEWS, which would have nuggets 
about the corporal punishment of teenaged 


girls in various schools and religious cults. - 


Marvin X would also run photos of himself - 
not such a good looking guy - modelling a 
scant leather bikini at various S&M costume 


‘balls. These scenes look like the climactic 


orgy in Alex De Renzy's FEMMES De 
SADE, filled with hugely tall dominant 
women, weirdly dressed black guys looking 
like Mardi Gras refugees, loud transvestites, 
adult babies - grown men dressed in diapers 


and sucking on pacifiers. They had the 
authentic feel of private swing snapshots. 


FT's other columns were geared to 


specific kinks and managed to be both 
informative and a turn-on. Unfortunately 
heralded by a big ugly Bill Ward drawing, 
REEL TORTURE offered descriptions of 
S&M scenes in both mainstream and 
exploitation movies. Old standards - the 
lengthy medieval torture chamber in POOR 
CECILY; the girl slave ship in THE MAGIC 
CHRISTIAN; the water wheel women in 
NEVADA SMITH were all described in 
brief but exacting detail. Dominant women 
were exemplified by such films as 
MODESTY BLAISE . It made one more 
curious about film's one hadn't seen, while 
stoking the flames of memory of old 
favorites. There were good stills from some 
of the movies discussed, from men tied up in 
biblical epics to women whipped in period 
pieces i 


On the more grotesque side was the 
AMPUTEE LOVE column. Done with the 
utmost sincerity - which made it all the more 
frightening, it included sketches, real life 
love stories, and personal photos such as a 
girl with a missing limb posing in a bikini 
on a beach. It offered theories as to why 
men liked amputee women, being’ that 
"because they were free with their bodies 
and their love", It was somewhat disturbing 
to the fetishist who liked women with all of 
their appendages, that these BOXING 
HELENA afficiandos were so overly 
embracing a personal inadequacy as a way 
of life. 


Marvin X also reproduced oldie cartoon 
classics of John Willie, Eric Stanton and 
Carlo. A particularly curious Carlo 
illustration showed a female roulette wheel, 
with girls with numbers on their buttocks 
and a riding crop to strike their rear ends as 
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they spun around. Marvin X astutely noted 
that all FETISH TIMES readers would enjoy 
imagining a pretty young acquaintance in the 


_ illustration. 


Among the most interesting, erotic and 
photo packed stories was on THE HOUSE 
OF DOMINANCE, an L.A. institution 
featuring no sex sessions in an opulently 
furnished dungeon. A dark haired FASTER 
PUSSYCAT brunette and a busty blonde are 
the dominants who thoroughly work out the 
robust redheaded young slave girl. All the 
participants looked very real, without the 
monstrous silicone horrorshows of today, 
and no phony S&M posing. The blonde 
dominant was slightly overweight and the 


- submissive girl was buxom with heavy chub. 


The redhead gets put in a cage, or an x- 
cross, whipped with her feet over her head 


- in stocks and receives an enema as she gives 


a really startled look. Otherwise, the 
relaxation and contentment on her face of 
was quite enticing, even with captions like 
“marks on her ass are real";indeed, they 
weren't the usual insulting phony make-up. 


The whole photo set was real meat and 
potatoes S&M, plain bondage and whipping. 


| Enjoyable both voyeuristically and 


participationally, it was unpretentious, not 
like an elaborately tied up woman with a 
corset and red ball in her mouth. It had the 


_ element of fantasy fulfillment as the viewer 


could both relish seeing the slave girl put 
through the rigors, but could also identify 
with her. The fetishist could enjoy it from 
all angles. 


The text of the House of Dominance 
piece was equally interesting. It was a 
dialog between Marvin X and Slave Bob, the 
HOD owner, a.very innocuous looking 
middle aged guy who was an ex- 
schoolteacher. Slave Bob stressed how all 


the equipment was operational and well 
maintained so that no clients would be 
accidentally injured. Bob supplied 1 to 10 
scales for his employees: He had two 
submissive girls; one was a 6 while the girl 
in the photo was a heavy 9. The dominant : 
blonde was a 7, and the brunette was a 10. 


Bob seemed like a very sane sort, giving 
positive emotional reassurance to many a 
troubled fetishist. His revelations were 
interesting reading. Bob confessed that 
being around the stuff all the time made him 
take less sessions. He explained how S&M 
was worth savoring instead of making it the 
mundane practice that it could turn into like 
anything else. However, Bob did seem 
happy that his kink worked for him in the 
business world. 


FT had a great selection of advertisers 
that had the nerve to grace its classifieds. 
Worldwide Books' kinky catalog, direct 
from a Times Square Station post office box 
(only $2); a directory of women wrestlers 
and related literature; a foot fetishist 
newsletter called Barefoot Digest, which 
combined personal experiences with Movie 
Star News type pin up actress stills. 
Another ad was for a remarkable deck of 
cards featuring an obscure artist's views of 
the whipping and punishment of women 
throughout the ages. 


Queen Adriana, a 6'5 ex-AT&T operator 
turned female wrestler and dominatrix was 
the primary operative out of the FT 
classifieds. She was frequently featured with 
Marvin X at the monthly S&M balls, and 
eventually got national recognition for 
breaking tubby Al Goldstein's finger in the 
ring and tangling with wrestling supernerd 
Andy Kaufman. Queen Adriana's ad 
included a phone number and she was 
willing to travel. | 


A remarkable ad was a large one for 
movie stills, unusual, difficult to obtain 
collector's items. Sixteen stills from the 
notorious olde English torture chamber scene 
from POOR CECILY, a wondrous set of 
girls nude or in about to be removed potato 
sack outfits; all outfitted in startled 
expressions. The girls were in the stocks, on 
the rack, in cages and, in one shocking 
instance getting branded for witchcraft. 
There were photo stills from two notorious 
and well remembered soft core sixties kink 
classics: the sorority paddling in LOVE IS A 
FOUR LETTER WORD and the New York 
sleaziness of OLGA'S GIRLS -- big tits in 
black bras, and blatant sadism . Stills from 
both ILSA movies were also available. The 
stills came quickly via the mail, were of 
excellent quality, and were an odd size; 5" x 
7". This ad strangely only appeared once. 


Ultimately, FT was a crude but honest 
reflection of a part of the seventies sexual 
zeitgeist. It offered both pleasure and 
reassurance for guys aged 17 to 70. 


Unfortunately, Marvin X and his staff of 
copy editors and office slaves departed in 
the early 1980's, when FT was taken over 
by grey area pornographers emanating from 
biker areas in California. The best way to 
describe FT's current invocation is grubby, 
looking as if it were put together by a 
convict in fis cell because of the constant 
retreads of the same stories and photos. 
There is a repellant focus on the brutal, 
including drag queens and toilet sex, instead 
of Marvin X's smorgasbord menu. The 
magazine_uses itself to promote it's own 
threadbare scummy videotapes, slicks, and 
photo packs. 


This author knows personally a young 
lady who submitted a short girls school 
story to this new FT. She bylined it "by 


Victoria". The editor wrote back that it was 


clever for "Vic" to disguise himself as 
"Victoria" and wanted to discuss payment 
for barter for rubber goods. or such. 
"Victoria" was not interested in taking it out 
in trade and wanted cash reward. She also 
told them that she was, in fact, a real female. 
She never heard from them again. Two 
months later, FT was promoting their newest 
video. The exact story she had submitted 
was used as the script, down to the character 
names. 


The strangest and saddest thing about the 
new FT was a classified ad saying 


MARVIN X 
WHERE ARE YOU? 
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SATAN’S SIDEMAN: 
THE WIGGED OUT WORLD OF GERARD 


by 


Michelle Clifford and Bill Landis 


Gerard Damiano. photographed by Kenneth Turan 


DAMIANO 


Deep Throat and The Devil 
in Miss Jones were. the two films 
which formed the idea of the 
hardcore pornographic movie in 
millions of 1973 Americans' 
minds. However, their creator, 
. Gerard Damiano, is hardly a 
household name. The name 
Damiano was once symbolic of. a 
high ideal: In pagan-derived 
Italian folklore, there was a 
Saint Damiano who was a symbol 
of virility worshipped by men 
with potency problems. 


In 1968 Gerard Damiano was 
a thirty-eight year old man who 
needed to make a choice of which 
path to take. Up to that point 
he had functioned as the pro- 
‘prietor of two Queens, New York 
hairdressing salons, "Fantasticks" 
and "Living Doll. However, when 
Gerry would look at his life he 
-always wanted showbiz to be a 
part of it, ever since his days 
as a Catskills busboy. He 
-aspired to be a celebrity, but 
in the looks department it was 
an impossibility and as a 
character type he was a little 
too himself. Gerry finally 
decided he wanted to make 
movies and went about it by 
becoming a sex professional. 


Softcore sexploitation 
movies were an established 
genre, and Damiano's first job. 
in the adult film business was, 
as grip/still photographer on 
Sock It To Me Baby, a soap 
operish quickie about marital 
discord and a lesbian wife. 

He then graduated to camera 
assistant on a licentious, 
musical comedy-drama about show 
: biz and strippers, Sugar Daddy. 
Footage from Sugar Daddy was 
cut up to pad out two of its 
distributors' swingingly 
titled other films, Private 
Relations and Games and. 
° Variations. l 


Damiano's first foray into 
direction was We All Go Down, a 
1969 look at terminal ends for 
hippie sex and drug experimenters. 
He then made Baby Light My Fire, 

a sexploitation espinoge melodrama 
about pot smugglers, Washington, 
politics and ex-Nazi brainwashers. 
Teenie Tulip, Gerry's next effort, 
concerned a kinky shrink who uses 
sex to treat his patients. 


By: 1970 the softcore sex 
movie era was ending, and the 
first hardcore features appeared. 
The most basic format was known 
as the loop package, a collection 
of quarter peep booth film clips 
about five minutes long of hotel 
room balling. Eight to ten 
loops strung together would pad 
out an approximately hour long 
feature. 


“The ‘Devil in Miss Jones’, 
Virtually a Catalog 
of Eroticism, is Triggered | 
„by a Valid Dramatic 
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However, more sophisticated 
variants of hardcore were also 
made, and Damiano immediately 
became recognized for his work 
in cinema verite modes. His 
movies were not only successful 
tenderloin theater hits, but were 
also favorably reviewed by main- 
stream film trade publicatioris 
like Variety. 


The documentary format was 
popular, not just because the | 
factual approach could be called Linda Lovelace = 
socially redeemable in court if Laughing on the outsid. 
the movie got busted, but also crying on the inside Ss 
to show a variety of scenes for 
all tastes. Damiano's 1970 film, da E 
Changes, was a Mondo-style rule 
lai dealing with the sex _ Harry tripping '74 


revolution. The various scenes young actor namea Herbert 
included burlesque veteran/stag Streicher, who Damiano Christened 
movie star Candy Barr stripping, “Harry Reems." The. whole idea of 
and interviews with key members a marriage manual movie is to show 
of the newly emerging New York examples of how to have sex. A 
City pornography world, includ- couple demonstrates a myriad of 
ing Screw magazine editors Al positions against a seamless 
Goldstein and Jim Buckley. A paper background or astride a 
‘long, fruitful alliance between plexiglass table. The marriage 
Damiano and Screw was struck up manual films are blatant and very 
as a result. The notorious intense. The soundtrack often 
disco queen; Monti Rock III, consisted of spastic jazz music 
even entertained Changes' or creepy narration to give the 
audience with his theme song, film socially redeeming value 
"Getting Off." : if it got seized by the police. 


In 1971 the interview film 
became another hardcore subgenre. 
Basically, the methodology 
involved a soundtrack of the 
performers talking about 
‘sexuality while they fucked 
onscreen. A talking variant on 
the loop package, Damiano's Sex 
USA was one of the most success- 
ful of the interview films. 
About a third of the film's 
soundtrack consists of noteable 
early sex performers Tina and 
Jason Russell talking about 
their lives and career. 


_ At this time West Coast 
pioneers like Matt Cimber 
established the marriage manual 
format for the theme of showing 
hardcore. Damiano entered this 
genre with the bluntly titled 
Marriage Manual, starring a ee MAS A Sr 2 

. Am A shot ofa straight-haired Linda from an old Bunny Yeager 
soft-core nudie movie. 


_ 


The most highly developed 
format for the hardcore film was 
the story feature, which was 

; initiated at the close of 1970 
with Bill Osco's Mona. In 1972 
Damiano got hired by the Perainos, 

=a mob connected father-son tag 
team, to direct a story film 
tentatively titled The Doctor 

"Makes A House Call. It would be 
a velour production value affair 
shot in Miami. This movie would 
make everyone involved infamous, 
changing their lives forever. 


In the sex business people 
are known by reputation. Damiano 
brought some established New York 
regulars to Florida, including 
Harry Reems. Reems had proved to 
be a dependable porno veteran, 
inspite or despite his huge 
alcohol, speedball injections 
and psychedelic consumption. 


Under the tutelage of her 
husband-manager-pimp Chuck 
Traynor, Linda Lovelace had gone 
from topless. dancing to loop 
performer in which she ultimately 
got fucked by dogs. Doctor was 
to be her first hardcore leading 
role. Damiano had met Chuck. and 
Linda at a party where Linda was 
being put through her usual 
heavy paces. 


Other professional couples 
rounded out the cast. There was 
the ancient Dolly Sharp, who 
looked like she could chew nails 
and spit tacks, with her quizzic- 


ally adorable and innocent looking 
Carol 


white trash husband, Billy. 
Connors looked fresh faced and 
naturally large breasted when 
compared to the hard New York 
vets in the cast, but was an 
experienced Miami tit model and 
loop performer, and Damiano hired 
her along with her boyfriend- 
manager Jack. 


Years later Lovelace wrote 
and Spoke out bitterly against 


Traynor beating her hälf to death 


- on the set of this film; indeed, 


she has visible bruises onscreen. 
She holds Damiano, Reems, and the 


whole cast and crew accountable 
for not protecting her, particu- 
-larly when she got viciously 
stomped by Traynor in the motel 


room with the wrap party going 
on next door. Linda was a sad, 
self-esteem deficient S&M 
performer with one self-admitted 
mean muthafuckin' pimp. Traynor 
wears meannness like a crown. 
Damiano did turn the music down, 
at the party to give Chuck the 
hint that his performance was 
being heard, but Chuck probably 
dug it even more and he went off 
on her worse. What could Damiano 
do? Call the police and say, 
"Hello? Yes, we're making a 
porno movie here in Dade County 
and one of the pimps went wild. 
Can you help us?" Or was the 
five foot five inch, jellybean 
shaped, bewigged Damiano 
supposed to engage in mortal 
combat with the stoned, gun- 
toting, ex-Marine, monster 

pimp Traynor. 


The finished product of 


. this shared bad experience was 


released under the title Deep 
Throat. The film has clear, 
professional photography, . 
credits, original music, and 

a storyline about one woman's 
search for sexual satisfaction. 
Like Osco's Mona, whose fellatio 
scenes were the “hard act to 
follow" of its aad campaign, 
Damiano pivoted Deep Throat's 
merchandising on Linda Lovelace's 
Swordswallowing oral sex 
techniques 
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displaying her natural wonders 


Deep Throat opens with super 
freaky chic Linda crusing along 
Collins Avenue in a '67 Eldorado. 
That Caddy is.as distinct and 
velour as the movie that ensues. 
Linda and her rommmate (Dolly) 
sit on chaise lounges and rap by 
the motel pool. in bikinis as 
they apply suntan lotion. Linda 
confides to Dolly that she has 
heard what an orgasm is like but 
has never felt one herself. 

* Understably, Linda's worried. 
Later, Dolly, who's as attract- 
ive as a used ashtray, gets her 
pussy eaten and says one of the 
film's most intentional gags: 
"Mind if I smoke while you're 
eating?" She then shoves his 
face back. in her pussy as she 
lights up a Lucky and puffs away. 
Dolly's a nasty piece of work. 
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Lovelace was admittedly in 
a cocaine, hash oil and Quaalude 
stupor during the movie, but it 
works well in a cinema verite 
way, where she just rolls along 
nonchalantly with a narcissistic 
fantasy of her own life. Dolly 
suggests they have an orgy. 
Linda gets fucked in her shaved 
pussy and ass in some very well 
photographed prurient sex, but 
nothing happens for her orgasm- 
ically. Dolly takes on three 
guys on a couch with her wig 
askew in a throwback to the lewd 
loop package approach of hotel 
room balling. Damiano pulls a 
Hitchcock, billing himself as 
"Albert Gork," playing a queen 
inexplicably invited to Dolly's 
orgy. He sits on the sidelines 
and limpwristedly quips to a l 
stud, "what's a nice:joint like 
you doing in a girl like that." 
Dolly shoos him away and he huffs 
off, bitching, "well, you called 
me." Gerry comes across as an 
ex-greaser doing a fey Lenny 
Bruce put-on fag. 


Linda finally hooks up with 
Dr. Young, a demented psychiatrist 
played by Harry Reems, who's now 
sporting a Beefsteak Charlie 
mustache. The Doctor finds her 
problem: Linda's clitoris is 
misplaced in her throat. - She 
cries. 


Linda's next swinging along 
to colonial fief and drum music 
as she becomes a nurse for Dr. 
Young, complete with a nurse's 
mini, cap, and white garters 
flashing. Reems, who in his 
barber's garb, is never convinc- 
ing as a doctor and comes across 
as himself, a freaky druggy. He 
dictates sexual case studies into 
a tape recorder as he fucks Carol 
Connors, who's also attired as a 
nurse even though her character 
isn't bestowed a name. Not 
unattractive, but Connors is 
very docile and cut off from the 
proceedings. 


In the most genuinely shock- 
ing scene of the movie, an older 
white-haired guy with a discon-: 
certingly detached manner -- an 
out-of-shape ex-greaser type -- 
shoves his dick and a glass 
dildo into Lovelace's vagina at 
the same:time. Lovelace and her 
partner are equally severe in 
their S&M inclinations; you are 
constantly aware that serious 
injury could result to both 
parties. In the infantile way, 
the sequence is played for 
laughs, as the greaser pours soda 


È = 
ne Da 
dee le oe" Sale EPSO 


mne aim 


irta 


Linda - a wrecked head 


pop into the dildo, drinks it 

from a long straw, and passes the 
straw to Linda like a bong. A 
rinky-dink parody of the Coca- 
Cola jingle, "I'd Like to Teach 
the World to Screw" tinkles away 
on the soundtrack. It gave the 
film another unmistakenly American 
touch. This scene would cause 
much negative legal attention. 


Dolly's Orgy - Jack, Carol Connors' boyfriend/manager far right; i 
Dolly middle; anonymous cast member left 19 


Linda and her greaser 
co-star get intense 


Deep Throat has an audience 
pleasing happy ending. Linda 
meets the Masked Man (Billy 
Sharp). He dresses as a cat 
burglar with a cowboy kerchief 
across his face, playing a 
peek-a-boo rapist with a gun, a 
violent image. Billy spies 
Linda shaving her pussy to the 
tune of the "Old Spice" commer- 
cial, in another Madison Avenue 
era ad parody. Linda doesn't 
get scared enough when Billy 
jumps out and he tantrums. 
"You're not scared enough!," he 
stomps, "you don't care!" Linda 
does care and they go through 
changes. She admits that she can 
only be satisfied by a man with 
an eleven inch dick, and is 
amazed to find out Billy has 
sixteen inches. Billy even. 
offers to have it surgically 
shortened by Dr. Young, but 
Linda falls in love with her 
Masked Man and throats him as 
fireworks explode. 


According to Harry Reems, 
Billy enjoyed the deep throat so , 
much that Dolly bitch slapped his! 
face right after the scene was 
over. Poor Billy; you keep 
wondering why he's with Dolly, 
but such is the fate of poorly 
educated white trash men with 
large endowments who drift into 
the sex business. 


Deep Throat contains a 
great deal of straightforward 
stag movie sex. However, the 
wide appeal of the film lies in 
its innate infantalism: role 
playing doctor and nurse, the 
nurse being the dominant figure 
over the babyish doctor; the body 
part confusion of the clitoris 
being “misplaced" in Lovelace's 
throat; her prepubescently 
rendered shaved pussy; the overal 
oral sucking fixation of the film 


Damiano made Throat under 
the pseudonym Jerry Gerard, not 
knowing that the film's success 
and notoriety would become a 
genuine 1970s cultural phenomenon. 
It was so utterly mainstream that 
it was bantered about on The 
Tonight Show by Johnny Carson. 
Deep Throat was one of the most 
successful movies ever made, 
playing at some venues for two 
solid decades. 


After Deep Throat was a hit, 
its principal players turned into 
Warhol-Factory type pop celebri- 
ties, famous because of their 
freaky chicness, a swinger's 
delight. Sammy Davis, Jr. became 
the most ardent public supporter 
of Chuck and Linda and their 
scene. Harry preeningly admitted 
to being a "sort of a toy, a 
plaything of the rich and famous." 
In Gerry Damiano's book of valid- 
ation, the high point occurred 
when John Cassavettes stopped by 
his table inside a restaurant. 
Cassavettes dug his work, and 
Gerry rhapsodized that "for me 
to meet him was one of my most 
thrilling experiences." 


Since Throat was.so 
successful, Damiano threw out Ni 
another sex parody quickie called 


Meatballs, with his favorite 


leading man, Harry Reems, and 
the oft-used husband and wife 
team, Tina and Jason Russell. 
Jason had a massive come shot 
which Gerry scored to bongo 
music. The concluding scene 
involved Tina eating disgusting 
leaden meatballs until she wanted 
to puke. - 


t 


fisagte Nights: the late Carlos 


-Tobalina (left), Liz Renay (center), 


Gerry Damiano (right) 


Damiano then felt 
had enough of hardcore 
parodies, and felt his 
wanted a serious story 
was right. 


audiences 
sex 
fans 
film. He 


Damiano's pinnacle as a 
filmmaker, The Devil in Miss 
Jones, opens with a frightening, 
pasty, dead woman begging a 
disinterested man: "Please -- 
I can't do it alone." They're 
sitting on blocks in a neo- 
purgatory setting. The credits 
ensue, accompanied by scenes of 
a fiery cauldron and.a tarot 
card of a Devil. 


An unhappy spinster -- the 
woman the audience had iniitially 
seen (Georgina Spelvin, an older 
veteran of the softcore days) -- 
looks at the grey urban landscape 
outside her window. After touch- 
ing herself, she graphically cuts 
her wrists in the bathtub. Miss 
Jones gets sent directly to hell's 
waiting room, where she is greeted 
by the rather effete agent of the 
Devil (John Clemens, in a non- 
balling role that's actually 
integral to the plot). He grants 
her one wish and allows her to 
live out her lust fantasies. 


as 


Miss Jones (Georgina Spelvin) begins her journey... 
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The resultant film is 
obsessed with lonely, unfulfilled, 
repellent sex. Miss Jones plays 
‘with a snake in a scene that 
borders on bestiality. Anal sex 
is initiated by Harry Reems, 
playing a dominant role as "The 
Teacher," which is a jarringly 
dour change from the innocuous 
hambone he usually plays. Marc 
105 Stevens is used like a human 
dildo. His cock and balls get 
jammed into the mouths of Spelvin 
and another female, who then pass 
his come from mouth to mouth. 
Curiously, Spelvin and Stevens 
were both openly gay off the set. 


Spelvin has a body oil 
lesbian scene with her real life 
girlfriend, Claire Lumiere. 
Stevens and Rick Livermore fuck 
Spelvin simultaneously in the 
ass and the pussy while she rants 
like a mental patient, babbling 
"do you feel his cock up my ass?" 
Stevens comes all over Livermore's 
ass and their dicks meet in the 
closest a hetero porn movie came 
to being overtly homosexual. 


The Devil's Assistant. 
reappears, sensing she's had 
enough. Despite her begging, he 
relegates her to hell. Under- 
standing her terror, he states 
"you'll be quite comfortable. 
It's all a legend." The film 
then digresses back to its 
outset, with Miss Jones looking 
dead, masturbating in hell, 
unable to come, in front of a 
disinterested lunatic (played by 
Damiano) who's waiting for God 
to manifest himself in the form 

‘of a fly. She offers him every 
sexual favor, especially her 
pussy, from which he visibly 
winces. He doesn't seem to be 
very perturbed about being there, 
like a finality has been hit, as 
he declares "I'm not crazy. 
You'll see. He'll come out." 
Miss Jones frustratedly screams 
"Damn you!" as the film ends. 


Unlike the majority of 
pornographic films, The Devil in 
Miss Jones does evoke a visceral 
response from the viewer. It had: 
a tragic view of sex as a lonely, 


damning compulsion. The film was 
different from Gerry's other 
affairs because he put his real 
name on as producer, director, 
writer and editor. 


The Devil in Miss Jones 
challenged many viewers and 
critics to believe that Damiano 
had talent. as a serious film- 
maker. Brendan Gill even called 
it "the most ambitious blue movie 
yet" in The New Yorker. The film 
is genuinely creepy and memorable. 
The photography -- done by Holly- 
wood cameraman Joao Fernandez 
under the pseudonym "Harry 
Flecks"-- acting and production 
design are way above the norm 
for the genre. The music adds 
to the eerie mood. What is 
undeniable is that Damiano had 
succeeded in making two films 
which touched on a common part 
of the American subconscious 
and turned hardcore pornography 
virtually mainstream for a time. 


From its opening in early 
1973 Miss Jones was a huge 
sensation in Manhattan. - It was 
prominently advertised each day 
in The Daily News, The New York : 
Times and The New York Post. 
Kevin Sanders, the oily English- 
man who regularly reviewed porno 
films on the ABC evening news, 
showed some of Miss Jones' non- 
sex scenes. Those under eighteen 
were dumbstruck and curious 
beyond belief. Couples flocked 
to 57th Street's Lincoln Art 
Theater for over a year to see 
what the sensation. was all about. 
Subsequently, the film played in 
the boros and 'burbs at neighbor- 
hood theaters that Mahalir didn't 
show sex films. 
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It was sychronicity all the 
way. Miss Jones had a concurrent 
run in New York City with Last 
Tango in Paris, and both mutually 
benefitted from their stream of 
. consciousness outbursts of sex 
talk. “Satanism had also turned 
into a kink for the more daring 
S&M set, and it was becoming a 
popular theme in story pornos 
like Devil's Due, Dark Dreams 
and High Priestess of Sexual 
Witchcraft. Coincidentally, 
these films also featured Miss 
Jones' players, Marc 10% Stevens, 
Harry Reems and Georgina Spelvin. 


The Devil in Miss Jones is 
one of the most pornographic 
movies in which the performers 
seem inescapably themselves. 

There is the nasty speedball 
addict side of Reems. Stevens 

was an admitted heavy Tuinal 

user at this time, and the effects 
of this deinhibiting downer are 

‘ quite apparent in his performance. 
While the rest of the cast seems 
stoned, Spelvin seems convincingly 
crazy. Curiously, Gerry cast 
himself as the man Miss Jones' 
hell who, being its only other 
“occupant, refuses her. A start- 
ling scene stealer once again. 
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Miss Jones (Georgina Spelvin) and Gerry in his self-created hell 


Gerry Damiano had completed 
his Devil worship sex magick 
working, and he did an admirable 
job. Then all hell broke loose, 


but not to the effect that he was 


hoping for. In America, there 
seems to be an undiscussed glass 
ceiling on freedoms. After a 
certain point is crossed, the 
piper demands to be paid, and 
Damiano had shattered this ceiling 
with Miss Jones and Deep Throat. 


The law stepped in. Deep 
Throat was busted for its showing 
at the World 49th Street Theater 
in New York City. ‘Initially, the 
protracted trial boosted business, 
but ended with the movie being 
found obscene and the theater 
fined millions of dollars. 

"Judge Cuts Throat - World Mourns" 
appeared on the theater's marguee. 
Throughout the 1970s, the movie 
became the target of ambitious 
prosecutors throughout the nation. 


Unfortunately, Damiano's 
next movie, 1974's Meniories 
Within Miss Aggie, was success- 
ful as a porn film only. The 
storyline revolved around sex 
flashbacks in the mind of the 
heroine, with a Psycho-like plot 
twist at the end. As he did 
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with Throat and Miss Jones, Al 
Goldstein awarded Miss Aggie 
100% on Screw's Peter Meter, but 
the mainstream press was less 
charitable. The New York Times 
film critic, Vincent Canby, who 
took an I'm hip but it's boring 
attitude towards pornography, 
had previously written a malic- 
iously sarcastic article with 
the lead heading "Have You Met 
Miss Jones" in which he reduced 
that film to a jumble of genitals. 
Canby used Miss Aggie as a way 
to further attack Damiano's 
growing reputation as a filmmaker, 
stating that scenes may super- 
ficially look like an art film 
but the story was a mindless and 
stupid excuse to show sex. In 
other words, Gerard Damiano was 
a toy filmmaker. 


Damiano responded to these 
kind of lambasts with an ersatz 
Story of O film, The Story of 
Joanna, which was pseudonymously 
distributed by Stan Borden, who 
produced and distributed the 
infamous Olga black and white S&M 
films in the mid-1960s. In 
Joanna, Jamie Gillis plays a 
terminally ill dominant man who 
initiates masochist Terri Hall 
into a variety of slave/master 
scenes. The actual sex in the 
film is fairly light, but there 
is some real S&M interplay. 
between the two leads, who were 
known personalities in that realm, 
and also with Gillis' then-off- 
screen girlfriend, Juliet Graham. 
The Story of Joanna was like 
Damiano's version of a very 
clässy private show featuring 
goodlooking but severe :S8M people. 


ea 


24 Terri Hall kicks out the jams 
in The Story of Joanna ("75) 


Damiano makes his trademark 
cameo as a man in a darkly lit 
restaurant at the outset of the 
film. There are two offbeat 
scenes in Joanna. Zebedy Colt 
and Terri Hall have sex as the 
camera reveals extreme, gigantic 
closeups of their genitals. 
There was even rimming, which 
was not that risque in the 1970s. 
Colt plays Gillis' butler in a 
we can involve Jeeves here, too, 
atmosphere and the big shock 
scene is when Colt gives Gillis 
a massage and a few seconds of 
head. 


Zebedy Colt, who also wrote, 
directed and acted in his own 
hardcore films, found that 
Damiano's technique involved 
"setting up a situation and sort 
of disappearing in the corner 
with a cigar." He found Damiano 
very professional and pleasant, 
never intrusive. However, certain 
situations do arise on shoots. 

In Joanna there's a dream scene 
where Terri Hall gives head to 
three faceless men ending in a 
simultaneous come shot. Colt 
recalled that "one of the guys 
was some big lumberjack type who 
was gay, who kept saying, 'I 
think I can get a hard on if I go 
give Jamie Gillis some head. 
Another guy had a lot of trouble. 
It took days to shoot that scene." 


The Story of Joanna was 
favorably received by the adult 
press. Flattering stills from 
it were reproduced in Playboy's 
"Sex in the Cinema" series. 
Screw gave it 100% on the Peter 
Meter, but the film was only om 
mentioned in passing by the 
mainstream media. Its distinct- 
ive ad campaign of Terri Hall's 
raised arm bound in chains was 
seen daily in The New York Times. 
The film played simultaneously 
in Manhattan on 42nd Street and 
Broadway, at the Rialto, and on 
the upper east side at the RKO 
59th Street Twin for about a 
year. 


Two decades after its initial 


release, Joanna has retained its 
strong reputation among S8M 
enthusiasts. It's one of the 
last expensive, $80 range videos 
-on sale in stores like New York 
City's Kinematics. Expensive 
kinky Italian slicks like Diva 
“include stills from it. 


As 1975 turned to 1976 weird 


optically censored versions of 
Deep Throat, which was technically 
an obscene movie in New York City, 
and The Devil in Miss Jones, 
played for the curious and a 
considerable tourist trade at the 
Mini Cinema, located at the well 
populated corner of 48th Street 


and 7th Avenue, just north of 


Times Square. Instead of actual 
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sex scenes, the viewer would see 
a photo of the activity in freeze 
frame. This was intrusive in 
Throat, but Miss Jones had such 

a strong dramatic core that made 
it less damaging. Yet, around 
the same time, Miss Jones played 
uncut at an Erotic Film Festival 
at the Bleecker Street Cinema 
with Hot Circuit, another import- 
ant early hardcore film. Prints 
of the uncut Throat would play 
college venues like New York 
University's Loeb Student Center, 
along with Miss Jones. Personal 
collectors, as usual, could 
always obtain uncut 16mm prints 
of these films from a friend who 
knew a friend for about $200. 


There was a dumb spy melodrama 
sequal to Deep Throat called Deep 
Throat II, directed by veteran 
pornographer Joe Sarno. The © 
hardcore scenes were cut to get 


‘ an R-rating, with Marc 104 Stevens! 
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sex performance winding up on the 
cutting room floor. "Linda gave 
me a handjob and a mediocre blow 
job" he later griped to Screw. 
Deep Throat II flopped, but 

Linda Lovelace for President 
managed to be a goofy minor drive- 
in hit. 


By this time in the mid-1970s, 
Lovelace and Reems were being 
extradited all over the country 
to testify at obscenity trials. 


Georgina Spelvin. even got sub- 
poenaed by the IRS when auto- 
graphing the tie-in soundtrack 
Alhum to Miss Jones. 

To cash in on this harassment, 
Lovelace put out a string of 
prurient softcore sex pocket book 
autobios, each one disturbingly 
different from the last. Linda 
seemed to have trouble sticking 
to one story. The Betty Page 
syndrome of not being able to 
walk down the street without a 


brick in one's purse had also 
sank in. 


Harry also got a deal to do 
his own ghosted pocket book 
autobio, Here Comes Harry Reems. 
He pulled a stint on the Phil 
Donohue Show for publicity and 
was asked questions by curious 


. housewives who were blown away by 


his job description. Harry seemed 
confused. He insisted he was a 


Mark Spitz "Wheaties" kind of guy, 


but the reality of his job des- 
cription differed wildly from this- 
wholesome wish. The housewives : 
and kids watching were astonished 
by Harry's situation of being an 
internationally known sex actor. 


Harry's "Doctor" ‘performance 
became the leitmotif of his 
persona, but he knew that his 
fantasies would run out. Just a 
year before Throat, in 1971's 
documentary hardcore film, 

Making the Blue Movie, Harry 
stated that all his sex fantasies 
had already been played out 

Deep Throat's anonymous 
nurse, Carol Connors, actually 
parlayed her fame into becoming a 
model for Chuck Barris' Gong Show, 
and curiously escaped the negative 
legal attention focused on ‘the 
other Throat cast members. She 
also acted in Gail Palmer's 
hardcore Candy movies. 


Damiano had suffered: his share 
of the legal problems, but didn't 
let any of this harassment deter him. 
He followed Joanna with Odyssey, an 
episodic film featuring a lot of New 
York City soap opera neurosis. One 
segment ends with its plagued heroine 
shaving her pussy, and then committing 
Suicide by shooting herself up it. 
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Gerry finally flipped his 
Odyssey's co-feature, Let 
Come, a porno puppet play with 
marionette bestiality and nurses' 
costumes. It was a dare situation: 
how could you get busted by using 
non-humans as performers? 


wig with 
My Puppets 


At this time Gerry cranked out 
such offbeat quickies as Portraits. 
Portraits starred Jody Maxwell, who 
billed herself as "the singing 
cocksucker from Missouri." Naturally, 
there was a great deal of oral sex in 
the movie. Damiano occasionally 
attempted touches of class with mirror 
scenes, and also included scenes of 
an uncharacteristically laughing 
Jamie Gillis. 

By 1977 Damiano was firmly 
classified as a pornographer with 
no pretentions to legit filmmak- 
ing. His film, Joint Venture, 
is populated by grizzled New 
York vets like the hideous, fist- 
faced Bobby Astyr, and the 
perpetually jaded "Latin From 
Manhattan" Vanessa Del Rio. 
Vanessa's exaggerated Puerto 
Ricanese and singing of snippets 
of "I just met a boy named Maria" 
come across as good acting; it's 
a Betty Boop caricature of a 
New York. City Puerto Rican. The 
excuse for the sex scenes, which 
always feature four couples in a 
conveyor belt aesthetic, is a sex 
-Olympics, a premise better used 
in Is-There Sex After Death and 
The Groove. Tube. The sex has a 
throwback look to the marriage 
manual pictures, with people 
fucking in well-lit relief against 
a black background. It constantly 
. shows men's genitals without their 
faces, giving a kind of blowjob 
in space appearance. 


Besides Del Rio, the men are 
the real names in the film, like 
the coke nose sniffling, cognac 
swigging R. Bolla, and Dave 
Christopher, who shows an insecure 
interest in how the other fellas 
are faring. Damiano, in full 
1970s polyester regalia and poised 
with half-glasses for a prop, 
appears intermittently as "Chuck 
Smiley," making Don Rickles 
styled wisecracks about. the 


© Screw. 


action, much of it misogynistic 
and ugly jokes about pussy odor. 


The last truly notorious film 
from Damiano was Waterpower, in 
which a hilariously overdramatic 
Jamie Gillis plays The Enema 
Rapist. Gillis goes bonkers 
after witnessing an enema in an 
ornate massage parlor. He starts 
buying slick enema mags at Show 
World, mutters "that's where it's 
at... water and power!" and forces 
the nozzle on S&M freakazoids like 
C.J. Laing. The movie goes for 
a documentary look with brown, 
muddy photography. The balding 
sometime exploitation actor R; 
Bolla appears as a cop in a non- 
balling role. 


Waterpower was trounced by 
the adult press, including such 
previous Damiano supporters as 
Al Goldstein, oddly 
enough, was disgusted by the film. 
By this point, New York City had 
enough lunatic stalkers like Son 
of Sam, so The Enema Rapist seemed 
thoroughly tasteless. Neverthe- 
less, Waterpower was a hit with 
audiences. At the Rialto Theater 
right on Times Square, the mostly 
black crowd roared with laughter 
at Gillis' utterings. The film 
was also a huge success in hydro- 
obsessed Japan.. 


In the early 1980s Gerry 
Damiano did some cinema vēřite 
on the cheap. Consenting Adults 
was a peek into the lives of 
two neighboring porno stars, 
‘Marc 10% Stevens and Annie 
Sprinkle. l 


By 1983 Damiano remained a 
part of the established pornog- 
raphers in New York City; he was 
known for holding a record of 
successes. It was at this time=-- 
that an actor named Bobby, a new, 
not yet worn out face on the New ` 
York scene, encountered Damiano. 
Bobby was a 24 year old adult 
theater manager and occasional 
Times Square live sex show 
performer. He had also appeared 
in some of Toby Ross' posing 
films known as "Chicken Classics." 
Bobby was extremely thin, which 
made him look almost pubescent 
on film. 


George Payne, a well known 
New York porn actor, took Bobby 
to meet Damiano. Immediately 
Damiano seemed luxurious in 
comparison to the other New York 
pornographers that Bobby had done 
business with. The casting 
meeting took place at a legit 
editing facility, not the usual 
dump or private loft. 


Bobby recalls that "Gerry 
was wearing a velour jogging suit, 
the type that are so popular with 
fellas like him. In person, the 
most startling thing about Gerry 
is that he looks as exaggerated 
as he does in photos, with that 
goatlike, vaguely Satanic beard 
and matching silver wig. The wig 
was practically marcelled -- 
after all, Damiano must have been 
sensitive to these matters having 
been an ex-hairdresser. 


"Unlike a lot of New York 
pornographers who have you drop 
your pants during an interview, 
Damiano was actually very polite 
and friendly. Gerry also paid 
$50 more than the standard New 
York day rate for men of $250 for 
an up to eighteen hour affair." 


Damiano hired Bobby for a 
day's work in the climactic orgy 
scene in one of the last big 
budgeted 35mm shoots in New York 
City. When questioned as to the 
name of the film, Bobby just says 
that "they all run together in 
my mind and they've been given 
dozens of different titles on 
videotape. My dick's probably 
been spliced into five thousand 
films." In the production, George 
‘Payne had a lead. He drove on the 
Long Island Expressway; forget it 
that George didn't have a license. 


The old timer Marc 10% 
Stevens showed up for a cameo in 
‘which he played a waiter who 
jerked off into a huge salad. 
The Mr. 10% of the 1970s now 
looked like a member of Gerry's © 
geriatric squad, resembling Lurch 
from the Addams Family. Also 
adding to Stevens' somewhat off- 
beat orbit was that he was a 
known angel dust head who also 
freebased cocaine, and lived on 
a rainbow of pills and poppers. 


Bobby worked with two 
completely opposite actresses in 
his scene. One was a blonde 
Deadhead swinger who he remembers 
as "a real trouper. The other 
one was a real ghetto type, no 
Vanessa Del Rio, she. Every time 
the camera got turned off, she'd 
quit giving head, saying, "I'm 
not getting paid for this', mak- 
ing me feel like shit. 


Bobby remembered Damiano's 
| technique as being "really unob- 
trusive, but. he kept subtly 
starting.and stopping the actiori. 
He was a genius at orchestrating 
group sex, the Busby Berkeley of 
pornography. After a while it 
became an inevitability that you 
Just came because of this stop- 
start orchestration." 


"There. were a remarkable 
succession of come shots around 
the same time. The offbeat act 
of the orgy was a guy fucking 
his old lady with his balls --- 
it looked painful. They were 
both sùperskinny, two severe 
junkie types. That's when the 
feeling of dread started to sink 
into me. Gerry really was heavy 
-- this wasn't just a mild swing. 


"Gerry seemed happy with my 
performance. I thought he made 
me look good, and it was one of 
my most massive come shots ever 
recorded, so it was a good ad for 
me, and that's what I was really 
there ‘for. Gerry then hired me 
pretty regularly. The more I saw 
of him, the more feel I got for 
his routine. Gerry's pictures 
were shot at Adventure: Studios,,. 
which was near an elevated subway 
train in the Cuban section of 
Corona, Queens. Outside. of Ad- 
venture is a little office with 
a tiny Cuban man wearing a suit. 
Behind the wall where the tiny 
fellow sat was a garage area 
where they'd do the shoots. i 


"Adventure was run by Gerry's 
sometime producer, Vince, another 
ex-hairdresser. Vince also shot 
his own flicks and videos at 
Adventure. He was a tough cust- 
omer and nobody ever wanted to 
cross him. Upstairs from the 
studio were apartments with Cuban 
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tenants, and Vince had a month-to 
-month efficiency apartment which 
was always open to any porn actor 
who was in town and needed ase" 


Unfortunately, like most of 
the sex business in the mid-1980s, 
Gerry had turned to video, which 
made it more difficult to mask 
the little imperfections that can 
be hidden in film. However, 

Bobby still felt that "Gerry had 
a bit more sensitivity in putting 
you with women you got along with; 
unlike some Guido producers, he 
didn't get off on the conflict. 

He actually was of the Cassavettes 
school of: improvisation where 
there's something_of a genuine 
erotic reaction .from the perform- 
ers through expectation, ‘action 
and joint thoughts that would 

come across as reality to the 
viewer. He takes more patience 
with performers than other 
directors. But as much as Gerry 
makes it accommodating, you still 
do have the discomfort of the 
light meter near your asshole. 


“Even when he moved into 
video, Gerry stayed big on orgies," 
recalled Bobby. One futuristic- 
tinged video had Bobby and two 
guys in spacesuits getting blown 
by a girl who Bobby knew from 
doing live sex shows. It was hot 
in those suits, but Jill handled 
the situation like a professional. 
Another video was pretty much the 
same; but with a lot of makeup 
and weird hairdos. It was during 
the New Romantic period in music, 
so Damiano was exploiting that 
angle. Bobby was costumed for 
.this affair somewhere between a 
spaceman and a Martian.-- 


i Gerry worked with his wife, 

i Paula. She was very polite, 
easygoing, with very short brown 
hair, the little boy-girl look. 
Paula appeared to be in her mid- 
thirties. It was always a source 
of speculation as to what she and 
Gerry did together, or with whom- 
ever, because no one ever spoke 
of an encounter with either of 
them. In the sex business, people 
do nothing but smoke joints, get 
high and talk about who's fucking 
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whom. Gerry was an older guy, so 
his cast members assumed he was 
into a really heavy number. 
Whether it was watching or partic- 
ipating no one ever knew. 


"Gerry can act very macho," 
says Bobby, "but then you see the 
side of him that's a hairdresser, 
and the two conflicting personal- 
ities can be hard to reconcile. 
He likes to joke around like an 
ola queen, with the swishy voice 
thing and a limp wrist, but he 
does it in a flattering way that 
kids you into doing what he needs 
done. One time he rubbed his ass 
against an actor's crotch, and 
sometimes he bends down like he's 
going to give the actor head if 
that's what's going to happen in 
the scene." 


By the time the sex industry 
was going totally into video, a 
lot of negative people started 
invading the field. All you have 
to do is press the record button 
on the camcorder. One of Damiano's 
features from this period, Flesh 
and Fantasy, featured pigfaced 
Ron Jeremy with eight different 
women. The audience still had a 
modicum of taste left, and no one 
wanted to see pigfaced Ron Jeremy, 
so it was a disaster. Even act- 
resses who somehow tolerate Jeremy 
personally, professionally it's 
always the same story: "He just 
keeps jabbing it into you no 
matter how much it hurts."_. Bobby 
remembers a woman literally 
screaming when being fucked up 
the ass by Jeremy. On this 
particular shoot, cops immediately 
showed up on the set, which made 
certain cast members speculate 
about Pigface being a government 
informant. 


At the close of 1985, the 


: sex business had gotten really 


bad with AIDS. Performers and 
directors started dying. Gov- 
ernment attention in the form of 
the Meese Commission was harass- 
ing performers, and heavy intra- 
venous drug use and freebasing 
among cast members was the norm. 
The advent of crack only made 
matters worse in terms of the 
calibre of person who would be 
willing to perform unsafe sex 
acts. 
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LINDA 
LOVELACE 


Linda, high on hash oil, 
etc... with Chuck Traynor 
at the helm 


BY LINDA LOVELACE 


STAR OF DEEP THROAT 


One of Linda's many 
conflicting books 


Glamour! 
Harry Reems, ‘born Herbert 
Streicher, 1947 


Vintage Linda for sale. I'M HARRY REEMS! SUPERSTUD ! 
One human's misery, The cover of Harry's book, 
another human's kicks... Here Comes Harry Reems 


HOME MOVIES 
JE 


LINDA LOVELACE = “sow: 


Me. Lovelace started to do films back in 1970 and the ten listed below are of that period. 

These films have been endorsed by such writers as Chris Watson, the nationwide sex-expert 

who kas written for such papers-as.SCREW and the San Francisco Ball. These films were 

biso recently reviewed and endorsed by John Milton, now of SCREW fame, who writes Mail 

Order Madness. These films are true masterpieces of film art work. M 

Below is a brief outline of the type of action these films offer. These films were made with È 

you in mind: 

M-65 — features Linda and her knock-out girlfriend Joyce and two young male friends getting $ 

iton ali together. 

M-66 — Part Two continues the action to a fantastic finale! 

M-81 — Here she is again: new friends this time. A young girl and her boyfriend show Lindri ts 

three is better than one. 

M-82 — Part Two picks up the action until a devastating and exhausting end is reached! 

D-1 — shows how Linda’s energy far surpasses that of her boyfriend, and how she tums to 

man's best friend, Fido, for some more attention. 

D-2 — Part Two finds Linda and Fido really freaked out . . . . You have to see it to believe it! 

D.T. — This is the very first film Linda ever made, but it looks like she's been doing it for years! 
- P.O. — stars Linda and avery young, slim, beautiful blonde; together with a young man, we see 

acomplete piss orgy with dildo, lesbianism, analingus and plenty of pissing. 

Hand — Imagine our lusty heroine passionately impaled on a huge double-ended dildo with her $ 

lesbian friend, when this friend gentiy inserts five fingers, all of her hand, and then most of her 

arm up into Linda'sluscious body! 

Foot — The sequel to the above film shows Linda's lover's naked foot disappearing up to the 
© ankieinto Linda while she moans for more. Delightful surprise ending! 

As you may note, these films contain all types of sexual acts; but what makes them so great 

is that all of these acts are performed by LINDA LOVELACE herself. 

Exch film is in 8mm (reg.) color, and is 200 feet long. 

PRICE — $30.00 each. 

9° This series of films is very sought after, and our current supply is limited—so act now if 

you want to bring Linda home with you. % 

Al Goldstein says: “These films vividly show why luscious Linda got a 10-page spread in 

Playboy and made the cover of Esquire... and i* wasn’t for her acting ability.” 

Order From: - 
D MANAGEMENT CO. 
Fifth Avenue, Suite AB 
New York. N.Y. 10036 


Pre-freak Harry, 1966. 


One of Bobby's last gigs in 
the business at this time was for 
Gerry. He thought "Gerry looked 
tired and sad, like he felt sorry 
for everyone going through the 
shoot. But was. it his own sorrow - 
for being a perpetrator, pushing 
in motion the wheels of potential 
death? Gerry's trademark orgy 
scene had deteriorated into a 
girl singing a stupid song 
surrounded by hateful people 
fuéking. Adding to the chaos 
was the presence of combative 
half stoned performers who 
attended Narcotics Anonymous and 
would unleash their hypocritical 
babble at their stoned co-stars." 


Things would never be the 
same as in the porno chic 
seventies and Gerry Damiano, 

. along with anyone who cared 
enough to think, knew this. 


What had happened to the two 
biggest porno chic stars that ' 
Damiano had created now that the 
world was in the midst of a 
sexual plague? 


Linda Lovelace found solace 
with Women Against Pornography, 
an extremist anti-pornography 
wing of the Gloria Steinem/Andrea 
Dworkin school of victim inspired 
feminism. After court appearances 
left her penniless, Lyle Stuart 
put out two books by her, Ordeal 
and Out of Bondage, where she 
tries to explain how things went 
so terribly wrong. Linda has had 
a liver transplant after the 
internal abuse suffered at the 
hands of Chuck Traynor and the 
like. She is married and has two 
children. The tragedy remains 
that in America's eyes she will 
always remain Linda Lovelace, 
sweetfaced receptacle. 


As for Harry Reems, the 
pressures of being a sex pro- 
fessional and the "Doctor" persona 
initiated in Deep Throat were too 
much for a sensitive, insecure 
guy. He originally wanted to be 
a legit actor and never knew what 
he thought would be just another 
loop package would balloon into 
such a phenomenon, pigeonholing 
him into the sex profession. 
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miserable. 


Harry continued to work in 
pornography as its best known, 
highest paid male star. He was 
working with the likes of under- 
age Tracy Lords. Harry knew the 
girls were young enough to be his 
daughters, he'd admit, stoned and 
He had blackouts from 
taking pills, shooting drugs and 
guaffing Vodka from gallon bottles. 
He became homeless, waking up 
behind dumpsters. 


In 1991 Harry joined a twelve 
step program. He got married to 
a waitress in Utah where, for him, 
pornography is mercifully not a 
commodity, and she had seen none 
of his films. Formerly a Jew, 
he has now embraced Christianity 
and has completely involved him- 
self in the twelve step lifestyle. 
He works as a realtor under the 
name Harry Reems and is still 
paying off his IRS debts. People 
magazine interviewed him in 1991 
and included a photo of him in a 
rocking chair clutching a Bible, 


By the outset of the 1990s, 
the New York sex film business 
went the way of amateur videotapes. 
There was no more need for story- 
lines or directors. Any flashy 
swinger couple could turn their 


camcorders on themselves and be 


stars in their own minds. The 
East Indian/Pakistani conglomer- 
ate had completely taken over the 
selling of adult videos in Man- 
hattan and other large metropoli- 
tan areas. Quality was not of 
the essence to these merchants 

of sex. 


Gerry Damiano moved to 
California to follow where the 
work was. He makes videos like 
Beyond Sodom which reflect the 


-refracted memories of a twenty- 


five year plus sex veteran. 
Replacing hash oil Linda and 
trippy Harry are tattoo-piercing 
freaks like newcomers going by 
the name of Viper, who turn the 
whole spectacle into a circus 
sideshow of Kodacolor misery. 
Except for a handful of pagans, 
no one worships Saint Damiano 
any longer. Gerard Damiano 
continues working in California, 
where people pursue dreams until 
death. 


GIRL 


AN ALL 


INSIDE AN ALL-GIRL DUDE RANCH 


DUDE RANCH 


INSIDE AN ALL-GIRL DUDE RANCH 


Somewhere, at the foot 

of the rainbow, there's a place 
sans men where beauties let 
their hair down and relax 


HEN life gets a'weary and 

eyes get a'bleary from too 
much work, or maybe too much 
carousing, the average guy may 
head for the nearest ‘Y’ and a 
womanless world of peace and 
exercise and meditation, but 
lassies with classy chassis make 
tracks for a quite different refuge. 
It's as man-less as the ‘Y’ is 
lady-less, and to keep it that way, 
its location is kept strictly secret. 
Mum’s the word for the locale of 
the (Continued on next page) 


Three dudes on a spree 
are (I. to r.) Shirley Kilpatrick, 
Dusty Lee and Ann Peters. 


There's a long trail of pleasure before them. 


ELE INTEL IEZZO 


It's the end of the trail and the girls can't wait 

to skin out of their duds and clean up. After 
they've spread their sleeping sacks and Ann 

has parked her guitar, they make a beeline for the 
shack and that sitzbath they've been dreaming 
about. This was their first time at the dude 

ranch, but they took to it like ducks to water. 


NO MEN ALLOWED! 


Continued 


New arrivals Ann and Shirley 
survey the terrain of the exclusively 
feminine dude ranch retreat. 


distaff side's favorite retreat and if you think a woman 
can't keep a secret, just try and find out where this 
haven for pulchritude is. Scamp's photographer is the 
only man ever to have set foot on this dude ranch for 
dolls and he only found it by accident. He was out 
hunting rabbits one day when two scantily clad 
beauties crossed his rifle sights. He tracked them to 
the ranch and then crept away, to return the next day 
with camera and bushels of film. The ladies were 
miffed at having their hideaway discovered, but when 
the photog swore not to reveal its location, they agreed 
to let him record its scenic wonders for Scamp. He 


DE RANCH _ 


chose three vacationing beauties—Ann Peters, Dusty 
Lee and Shirley Kilpatrick—as being representative 
of the glamor-packed hideout and followed them on 
a three-day jaunt far from the bustle of civilization. 
The girls went riding, picnicking and camping. They 
roughed it in true outdoor tradition and everywhere 
they went, the clicking shutter was not far behind. 
When the pictures arrived at Scamp, the enterpris- 
ing photog was beseeched by editorial pals to tell 
where they were taken. But, the honorable so-and-sc 
wouldn't talk. So, the whole staff’s going rabbit hunt- 
ing. Care to come? 


Ann may laugh as her tenderfoot friends, Shirley and Dusty, gingerly sit their horses, but her turn will come. 


Warming up after baths, they find an outdoor songfest can be 
hilarious fun and they insist they don't miss a male baritone at all. 


Rubbing themselves dry (below), the girls 
(right) are also set to rub out male intruders. 
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NO MEN ALLOWED! 


Continued 
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Dusty made the mistake of trying thee 
to sneak off and catch 40 winks in the ps “ad 
hammock, but Ann and Shirley insist 
that it's bath time and laughingly get 
her ready for her outdoor ablutions. 


‘dude’ it and he won't talk, so all you 


Only one man knows where these dolls 


beauty-lovin’ Scamps ‘Il have to settle for this candid peek at the forbidden ranch. 


Dusty and Shirley shiver in anticipation as water-girl Ann pours the bath-water ice-cold and fresh from the nearby spring. 
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The Venus Theater under ks Michelle Clifford 
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Hollywood Theater padlocked August 8, 1995 
by New York City Board of Health 
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TATTOOED 
ROBERT HAWKINS INTERVIEWED 


BILL LANDIS 


Robert Hawkins is an artist 
with a very special gift for 
giving traditional iconography 
new meanings and contexts. He's 
also into the ancient art of 
tattooing. 


"I gave myself my first 
tattoo when I was a junior in 
high school. It's a vampire on 
my neck. I did it to myself 
with thread wrapped around a 
pin, and my parents didn't even 
notice for about two years. No 
one had shown me how to do it; I 
just figured it out myself. But 
I'm sure somebody must have told 
me. 


SASS 


> Musto: Michellen 


"I just used regular ink. 
I decided to have it re-done, 
redder. A guy in Denver did it 
and hands me the mirror AND HE'D 
DONE IT IN BLACK! I was, like, 
'why'd ya do it in black?' So I 
Just picked off the scab for two 
weeks and then went back and 
made him do it over again in 
red, putting as much red in the 
center and then putting a little 
red wider outline, and make the 
drip part show a little more. 
It was supposed to be tiny and 
round, but now it's got an 
actual bloody look to it. 
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"When I tattoo myself it 
doesn't... doesn't seem more or 
less painful. Since I figured 
out seriously how to do it, 
since I made the prison machine 
and stuff, which is all simple 
and everyone knows about prison 
tattoo machines. They have to 
be quiet, so they use a Walkman 
engine and it's totally silent. 
It's like a Bic pen tip and a 
Bic lighter -- all parts of that 

-- and the spoon. Like in 
prison movies, there's spoons 
for everything. 


"I have a games leg. I 
just thought it would be a 
really funny thing to have it -- 
all games -- just as many as 
possible, and I play them with 
my friends. There's one hangman 
and the rest are the tic tac 
toes. Right now, there's about 
twenty-five tic tac toes, and 
that's only on one leg. But 
there's room for pleeennntttyyy 
more! I just talk my friends 
into playing them and they're 
real games. 


"I've got some Jonathan 
Shaws. Alfred E. Newman -- 


‘What Me Worry?' I have Alfred | 


Hitchcock's profile. I designed 
all the tattoos and just got ‘em 
to do them. They did pretty 
true to what I asked for, but 
Alfred Hitchcock is the cartoon 
that the tattooist made. 


"I have Abe Lincoln with 
horns, because I paint Lincoln 
in paintings a lot. Iincoln is 
an icon. He represents American 
«=. whatever. I have Salvador 
Dali. I did it myself -- left- 
handed. I'm a righty. It was 
really hard. Eventually I want 
his mustache to twirl all around 
my arm. My friend Cameron did 
my Caspar the Ghost. I did 
Gomez Addams myself. .So these 
are all cartoon figures and 
really important. 
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"Eventually I want to get 
Andy Warhol. The self portrait 
with the two fingers to the 
lips. The portrait of Jackie 
Kennedy that Warhol did with the 
veil on, too. 


"There's a lot more people in 
California. into it. I'd like to 
tattoo things. I know the crowd 
in San Francisco. There's a lot 
of good people in San Francisco 
like Ed Hardy, Lyle Tuttle, Erno. 
I can't wait to do more." 


SUBSCRIBE 


TO 


METASEX 


P.O. Box 620 
Old Chelsea Station 
New York, New York 10011 
Make checks/money orders 
payable to Michelle Clifford 


Michelle Clifford 


SUB VERS IVE CINEMA 


LOVE ME DEADLY Reviewed 


by 


Love Me Deadly is a low budget California horror movie which was 
rarely seen during its initial release in early 1973. 


At the outset of the film a funeral is ending. Lindsay, a generic 


. California blonde, reaches over and tenderly kisses the corpse. The 


title Love Me Deadly is spelled out as the image is freeze-framed in 
negative. Sepia photography of Lindsay as a child playing with her 
father gaily as the credits unflold. The Associate Producer is H.H. 
Halchicki, who had a major drive-in car demolition hit, Gone in 60 
Seconds. The film is written and directed by the obviously pseudonymous 
"Jacques La Certe," which translates, literally, as Jack the Certain. 
Lindsay is played by Mary Wilcox, now known as Shannon Wilcox, of one- 
shot TV roles. 


Suddenly, there is a swinging 1970s party filled with people with 
Dry-Look hair and hip hugging Landlubber pants. EST graduates have 
touchy-feely encounters. Lindsay picks up a groovy vapid blonde guy. 
They make out and he tries to have sex with her, but she scratches his 
face. He leaves, and Lindsay flashes back to her father playing with 
her, making all the bad things go away. These flashbacks become a 
running reference point throughout the movie. 


Next we see Lindsay in her kitchen, holding a teddy bear and 


scanning funeral notices in the papers. She has a more than passing 
interest in attending wakes, and this blatantly exposes her as a 
necrophiliac. Cut to a hustler, Billy Jo, standing in front of an 


all-male theater. A trick drives up and a giddy queen intrudes on 
the transaction when he swishes over to the car first,.only to be 
shooed away. The trick drives off with Billy Jo, who tells him that 
it's "$15 to make it in the car, man." For the extra $10, Billy Jo 
agrees to pull the job off at the trick's office. Spying the trick's 
wedding ring, Billy Jo says exhaustedly, "Married? Why'dya bother. 
I'm not ashamed of it." 


The trick takes him to what he says is a vetinarian's office. 
Once they're: at the office, the freaky trick quickly straps Billy Jo 
down and shoves a catheter into his arm. Billy Jo screams in agony 


xs. I'm sorry, God, I'm sorry ... The trick then sticks another 


‘catheter up Billy Jo's penis before slitting his jugular vein. At 


this point, the movie feels like being in the opera theater of a 
sadistic, practiced serial killer. 
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This exsanguination torture killing sequence is an unconsenting 
shock, as powerful as academician Stan Brakhage's autopsy documentary, 
The Act of Seeing With One's Own Eyes. Subliminals which appear 
strongly like an occult sacrifice are interspersed. Throughout the 
film, during its less extreme scenes, the viewer still feels inexplic- 
ably nauseated and anxious. Director Jacques La Certe is clearly an 
accomplished subliminalist. 


We then see that Lindsay is trolling another funeral. She steps 
up to steal a quick smooch from the newly departed but blanches and 
recoils in horror from the cadaver's reconstructed putty nose. She 
straightens up to see the departed's brother, Lyle (The Carol Burnett 
Show) Waggoner in all his square jawed glory. The sepia footage of 
Lindsay and her dad appears again. Lindsay trips out. Lyle looks 
like dad. She's in love. 


But her lyrical mood is shattered when she is confronted by the 
funeral director, who also happens to be the trick who killed the 
hustler. He forces his way into her white Rolls and moves in on her 
dirty little secret. "I noticed your affection for the deceased. 
The word for it is... necrophilia." 


Lindsay is bugged by the incident but follows up on his invite | 


to join a group of necros. Her blonde suitor from the outset follows 
her to the funeral home in his white Dodge Chargerand winds up as the 
centerpiece of the orgy. The viewer may be able to catch three single 


frame cuts of what looks like a body hanging in a morgue room. 


Lyle's an art dealer with a gallery containing paint by number 
lookalikes and marble phalluses for nouveau riche types. Lindsay 
conveniently runs into Lyle again, with an ensuing montage of them 
falling in love, eating dinners and romping in the style of Clairol 
hair color commercials. They get married, but Lindsay still won't 
have sex with Lyle. "Give me time," she implores, as soap opera 
music swells. 


Lyle then learns the sordid truth. The family maid reveals that 
Lindsay spends an inordinate amount of time mourning her dead father. 
The childhood trauma that has scarred Lindsay for life is that she 
accidentally shot and killed her beloved father and her protective 


mother was blamed for it. Lindsay shrieks in horror when Lyle catches 


her singing "Ring Around the Rosy" and playing with a big toy bunny 
at her father's grave. 


Lyle gets a registered letter inviting him to one of Lindsay's 
private events. He follows her there and walks in on her astride a 


“corpse surrounded by nude people. The funeral director stabs him in 


the stomach. 


Lindsay goes home, deep in shock. The funeral director gives 
her a shot of Demerol. "I've made him up for you. He'll be yours 


"forever." Lindsay comes out of a nod to find the funeral director 


preparing Lyle's body. Jealous of the funeral director's affection 
for her Lyle, Lindsay stabs him with a scalpel. Now Lindsay and 
Lyle can make sweet music together as the Love Me Deadly theme plays. 


A Night at the Venus 


by 


Michelle Clifford and Bill Landis. 


In the mid eighties Times Square was not yet the sterile Little 
Tokyo it is now. Before the ugly intrusion of redevelopment, down and 
| dirty porno palaces dotted the landscape, showing reel 16mm film 
instead of disposable videotape. The Venus Theater on 8th Avenue 
between 45th and 46th Streets was the apotheosis of the all nighter. 
No posters. Just smoker style handpainted signs with catchphrases. 


dropped off weekly by a grizzled but friendly retired Army-style Popeye. 


A miasma of societal outcasts would drift through after midnight. 
Homeless guys looking for a warm place to crash... flashers... couples 
chasers... shit queens... junkies... crackheads... pickpockets... the 
occasional bewildered, flabbergasted out of towners who'd drift up 
from the nearby Port Authority Bus Terminal... and quite a few real 
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The night shift projectionist's hours were ll PM to 7 AM. To 
reach the booth he'd have to walk through a pitch black, infernal 
smelling balcony. The booth itself had a peculiar resemblance to a 
ship's porthole. Rather large, with a slop sink, assorted mismatched 
chairs, a tinny transistor radio permanently tuned to all-night oldies, 
shelves littered with empty reels. The door would lock behind him. 


No one was allowed in besides the projectionist and guests he alone 


deemed appropriate. 


Curiously, there was a stairwell leading from this booth to a dead 
attic which contained nothing but sixties softcore sexploitation prints, 
old Greek movies (for the owner was a Greek lady), and various dusty 


posters for them. Occasionally, the theater's house cat would seek 


refuge up there. 


The old one day wonder porn flicks which played the Venus in 
triple bills showed freaky things that you don't see in any kind of 
other movies. The distance between the projector booth and the speakers 
by the screen would always muddle the soundtrack. The projectionist 


would raise it for his own pleasure to earsplitting intensity. 


The Big Man, its handpainted sign proclaiming "he was a giant at the 
game of sex." It showed interracial fucking, playing the mixed combo 
circuit around '74. Ostensibly another porno pic about one girl's 
. sexual misadventures, The Big Man is far more psychotic than other films 
of its ilk. Post hippie, psychedelic lensing alternating subjective shots 


with extreme closeups. Everybody in the cast appears to be a heroin 
addict or slightly retarded. The star isa dumpy brunette who does 

| it all. The two leading men are repugnant. One is a nasty, tattooed 
hustler muscleman with a shrunken dick. The other is the title 
character, a big ugly black guy. No Mandingo he... it's Turk Turpin, 

who was also in legit movies. But you'd never know it, because, 

mercifully, there's no credits. Neither one of these guys can keep 


an erection -- their sex scenes have, like, four different inserts. 


After getting fucked in the ass by her: boyfriend, the heroine 


gets involved with a couple. She meets the muscleman, who's mean 
-All-in Coloe n ce 
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to her, but fuck it, she balls him anyway. An agonizing sex scene 
between them in a forest is set to song snippets of SOMEBODY TO LOVE 
and LOVIN' CUP. The shocker high point comes when the muscleman 

and the black guy rape the heroine's mother. She's played by a 
shriveled up old junkie who may have been in her 40s but looks 60, 
complete with patches of hair missing. A shirtless shot of both 

the lovermen before they go into action is set to GOIN! HOME. The 
black guy fucks her as the Bee Gees! TC LOVE SOMEBODY waffs out of 


the soundtrack over disembodied moans. 


"Stay away from him -- he's no good!" mama warns her daughter. 
She doesn't listen. Flash of two fifty dollar bills the black 
dude hands the muscleman. The big man then carries the heroine off 
| to the woods and forces himself on her in the climactic sex scene. 
She resists at first, but then loves sucking his big black dick. The 
movie ends with quick flashbacks of all her sexcapades. 

There are tämes when watching The Big Man that you don't want to 
believe what you're seeing, especially during the geriatric sex. From 
its uncanny use of rock 'n' roll to the fragmented visuals, there's 
some sort of intelligence at work here -- the results are not all 
unintentional. It seems to bear the directorial touch of Bob Roberts 

- Of Sweet Savior and Patty infamy. All the fucking either shows 
unaroused people or involves force. The Big Man adds up to a disturb- 
ing and frightening, yet very human, view of sex. There was nothing 

i like it. The projectionist watched it twenty times. | 


One of the immediately recognizable icons of one day wonders is 


pp HELD OVER BY POPULAR DEMAND 
_ STRAIGHT FROM COPENHAGEN. 
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The Venus was formerly known as the Eros 2 (above). Bachel [ 
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the youngish, healthier looking John Holmes -- Big Johnny Wadd. 

These films made his audience rep. Flesh of the Lotus, a Venus favorite 
uses his Johnny Wadd detective persona to put him in virtually every 
sex scene. The stag movie raunchiness is sporadically broken by a 
cracked lyricism, like the serene shot of the ocean that ends the movie. 
Holmes looks almost interested in fucking his co-stars -- the movie 


is THAT early (about '72). 


Here Comes Johnny Wadd is an excellent compilation of Holmes sex 
scenes from these early movies. They're divided by Kama Sutra position 
diagrams and an absurd big dick drawing that's supposed to be him. 

In some scenes, he looks into it, but in others his eyes are closed 
and he jerks off a lot. One segment from the Venus reply County Girls 
shows him, amused, taking on three girls at once. The footage is 


duped from other grainy 16mm prints, giving it that sleazy loop look. 


The best of these early Johnny Wadd vehicles was Ride A Cocked 
Horse. Two couples and a woman pick up a hitchhiker and violate her. 
She returns with her leather clad brother (Big John) and his buddy 
to exact revenge. White trash comint to get ya! The tables are 
turned as Johnny and pal fuck the wives while the bound husbands are 


forced to watch at gunpoint. 


This movie is filthy. Action consists of two sadistic orgies 
‘of hateful people fucking in claustrophobic one room sets. Occasion- 
ally, this is broken by an open air view of normal heterosex. It's 
populated by trashy hooker types and greasy, tattooed men with big 
sideburns. Holmes looks great. His truly dominant performance is 
his acting zenith. Building dialogue riffs out of "fuckin' muthafucka," 
he gives the movie a verbal aspect much more powerful than groan 
overdubs. When he calls one of the husbands a "punk faggot" you almost 
- expect to see some prison sex. Ride A Cocked Horse comes across as 
some sort of amalgam of Andy Warhol's Vinyl and Phil Prince's no 
budget S&M psychodramas. 


The presence of Holmes as star, with its inherent penis worship, 
just goes to show how homo heterosex porn can get. Which is also the 
case for Jim Cassidy, another early icon. The fact that Holmes and 
Cassidy received billing in ads and the actresses didn't says something 
about who the audience is paying to see. Cassidy starred in tons of 
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gay and straight early porn. He resembles a Tom of Finland drawing. 
Though he's that blonde bodybuilder type, he's a far more unsettling 


presence than a mere blockhead. 


It's no surprise that he co-starred with Holmes in several 
features. Both of them have that getting it up for money air, and 
Cassidy seems especially bitched and disgruntled. There's a 
scene in Here Comes Johnny Wadd in which both of them sneak in a 
house and get it on with two girls. It's like a private live show 
for some wealthy johns. In Country Girls, a girl gives Cassidy head 
in a recording studio while an Afro'd, dakshiki-clad soul brother 
band plays on. He looks confused. Although capable of making it 


with a woman, too many old men have sucked on that dick. 


The Godmother puts Cassidy to his most vivid use. There he 
is, carrying on with two girls. He rubs his cock with baby oil 
and begins to fuck one of them up the ass. "What nationality ere 
You... GREEK?" It looks like he's doing it the same way as he | 


woüld to a trick. The other girl starts to rub his ass. 


The rest of The Godmother is as exceptional. It's an epic 
one day wonder with touches of the bizarre. It opens with a balding, 
malignant john degrading an old junkie hooker. He tells her how 
much her veins have collapsed after getting her off. It ends with 
her injecting him with poison. Most of the sex scenes, like the 
one with Cassidy, are built around the cast members' personalities. 
There are expository sequences in a strip club. The Godmother is 
shot in a lot of reds and golds, giving it a whorehouse visual 


elegance. 


It's 3 AM. All is quiet, except for the shuffling of a few 
pickpockets. The ancient print snaps! The screen turns white, 
temporarily blinding. the audience like scared mice and illuminating 
all the activity. Everyone comes to quick. The motley bunch has 
sprung to life, screaming "fix the fuekin' movie! Wake up!" at 
the projectionist, who's already halfway into the quick splice and 


repair, which is a requisite for this profession. 


The next feature flips on. Rene Bond's face fills the entire 


screen, and the patrons sit down, pacified once again. All of a 
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sudden, it's the image of the girl next door. The projectionist is 
relieved and pleased. She's: a healthy change from the steady visual 


diet of fucked out skanks. 


She gazes into the camera and addresses the audience directly. 
A boner rises in the projectionist's pants as he gazes back into her 
eyes. "In 60 seconds I'm gonna make this guy come. You think I can't 
do it, don't you? Everybody look at your watch." The projectionist 
checks his watch. In 59 seconds there's the come shot. On schedule. 


No cutaways. 


Teenage Fantasies lives up to its title. It's all situations 
involving the young set. A guy fucking his old lady up the ass for 
the first time. Everything is so cinema verite, with the talk being 
a logical extension of the action, that ycu feel you're right there with 
the performers. Miss Rene is intercut throughout, giving head to 


faceless men and rapping about how much she digs it. 


. It's no wonder that everyone who's seen this fondly remembers it. 
It's the only thing the projectionist found truly erotic, so much so 
that he was. tempted to walk off with the print. Director Michael 
Miller progressively made the jump to regular films, from the semi- 
underground Street Girls (for its time, a straight My Own Private 
Idaho) to Jackson County Jail and Chuck Norris actioners. 


Reel change. Too bad. Back to jaded NYC hardcore. Shaun 
Costello's one day wonders. Titles like Two Senioritas, Teenage 
Bikers, Daughters of Discipline. Not guite good, but never 
uninteresting, these movies have recognizable Manhattan locations, 
sharp hand-held camerawork, and lots of fucking. You can always. 
count on a sandwich scene and some light B&D. Cast members feature 
New York regulars like Jamie Gillis and Vanessa del Rio, who went 
on to become sexual civil service workers, and others like masochist 
supreme C.J. Laing, who dropped out of it. Though many of their 
elements pre-date contemporary NYC porno, the sex in them is made to 
look more genuine and less money hungry, even though it isn't. 
Costello directed: and performed under the name "Warren Evans." His 
mismanagement of budgets led to an äbrupt departure from the biz a 


few years ago. 
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A shocking scream pierces the moldy air. The slaps of 
sneakers trail down the balcony stairs. "My palleti sonecne 
cries. "My wallet! My wallet!" THUD! The front doors 
practically fly off the hinges. A black guy in pumas cannonballed 
out. He's gone. "My social security card was in there," the fat 
Popi, a regular, whines to the cashier. The projectionist comes 
downstairs to see what the hell happened and cracks up at the 
sight of Popi's teary eyed moan about "my social security card." 
Popi picked up the wrong trick and his number had come up. At 
least it wasn't the deranged dusthead who did a quick streak 
through the lobby screaming "IT'S ORGY TIME," reguiring the 
intervention of an EMS truck. Popi grimaces, knowing he'll never 
see that wallet again, and yet walks back into the theater. You 


play you pay in Times Square. 


Another NYC director who cranked out lots of features which 
eventually wound up at the Venus was Mal worob, better known as 
Carter Stevens. The kind of slob who feels his stuff is technically 
good because he's shot a lot of industrials. Jailbait, retitled 
on the marquee as Weekend Orgy, is a Lolita ripoff. The late soap 
opera star/gay porn idol Wade Nichols is the lead, along with a 
young looking but in her 20s blonde. The movie achieves a sort of 
sleazy slickness. It's shot like an animated hardcore magazine. 

The script, for a change, wasn't written on a matchbox. The regular 
heterosex prominent in it is shattéred by one of the most disgusting 
. scenes in porno. An actress plays a piano keyboard with outstretched 


labia lips. You KNOW she needed the bread. 


Worob's Teenage Twins stars the bland out one-shots "Brooke and. 
Taylor Young." It. looks like Worob shoots industrials; this movie 
is dull and unerotic. The director's heaving stomach betrays his 


presence as stunt cock. Both movies are from '76. 


Other Venus staples included The Married Woman. A California 
slick from around '72 with grungy people and a long, psychedelic, 
simulated golden shower. Ravaged Models was another NYC one day 
wonder. Two sex scene set pieces set to LOVE TO LOVE YOU BABY, 

In Fantastic, sometimes. called Fantastic Sex, a "researcher" triggers 


sexual encounters by saying. "humpty dumpty sat on the wall..." 


Though hysterical to watch, it was greeted with the same dead silence. 
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As the film progresses, a muscular blonde guy gets forced into drag by 


dominatrixes. 


The Venus movies were supplied by Variety Films, a small NYC 
company with a huge library of 16mm porn. Throughout the years, the 
films have been re-spliced by projectionists and padded out by the 
distributor to the point that they're mutations of themselves. Footage 
from three different movies would be stiched together to fill out an 
hour feature. One of these was Rape Me Daddy, with its presstype 
credits. A girl is in an insane asylum. A cheaply surrealistic scene 
of a guy in a gorilla costume fucking a woman from another movie is 
cut in. As the feature progresses, it turns into another lifelessly 
shot one day wonder in which few guys can get it up. Another is 
Witchcraft, with its tacked on opening of two dominatrixes: forcing 
their male slave to suck a dildo. The rest of this movie is a hodge- 
podge of expository sequences, loops used to rev up the hardcore 


content, and tacky gore scenes. 


Because the Venus crowd was mostly Times Square blacks, Black 
Neighbors was number one in the theater's hit parade. The best part 
of this San Francisco feature is its opening, in which a pretty black 
girl gives a big buck in plaid flair slacks a blowjob in a moving car. 
Apart from a couple of predictable sex scenes: the movie changed each 

ı time it was shown. It became embedded on the projectionist's eyelids, 
kind of like wallpaper. Other sex scenes from other movies would 
wind up in it. The last few minutes were a surprise, at least, because 
they'd always be different. Tacked, on to the end of Black Neighbors 
could be the conclusion to the bisexuality soap opera Both Ways, which 
was far from a mixed combo and snapped to attention anyone who happened 
to be paying attention. Like a hit and run accident, there was a 
tragic lovers' quarrel between a faggot and his married boyfriend. 
This was a welcome relief for the projectionist, jarring him out of 
the Warholian drone. l 

Another time, it was this snippet of film. You didn't know what 
it was, a loop or part of a movie.’ It was one of the biggest turnoffs 
ever made. A greasy guy and an old hooker type feign these ecstatic 
looks as they go through the motions of sex without actually doing 
anything. It was neither soft or hard core. Yet it cut to the anti- 


erotic heart of what masquerades so often as pornography. 
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7 AM. Mid-movie, the projectionistvflips on the overhead 
mezzanine lights. Closing time has always been the roughest time, 
When the lights go on, exposing people, faces, and behavior, things 
can turn heavy in a blink. Anything can set something off, like 
the wrong mix of drugs. An elderly ticket taker got beat half to 
death. Another woman at the boxoffice got pistol whipped by a 


customer for the unpardonable sin of being rude. 


Some people run like cockroaches out the door. Others lincer 
like horny packs of weasels, trying to squeeze that last few seconds 
of fuck time they have left for their dollar. A few are passed out 
cold from too many cracks and malt liquors smuggled inside their TWA 
shoulder bags. The projectionist bangs robotically but gingerly on 


the back of the seat, trying to wake them up gently, so they don't 


get jarred awake and slash him up the thigh. Which was the unfortunate 


fate of another employee working at a sister theater downtown, a fat 
sissy who wound up in Beth Israel with a bunch of stitches for his 
trouble. 


The projectionist's work is done for the day. The Venus gets 
turned over to the porter, who had the unenviable task of cleaning 
up the last twenty one hours of reveling. At 10 AM the theater will 


again open.to serve the sexual needs of Times Square. 
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KINEMATICS CODA 


Kinematics' owner, Milt, in a stroke of his own unique entre- 
preneurial business acumen, has broadened the store's horizons, but 
has limited it to the sole pea rolling around in a fantasy buyer's 
head. Kinematics now has the feel of a sleazy S&M parlor, complete 
with cheap, pawed over leaflets touting dominatrixes customers could 
arrange meetings with. A few videos Milt apparently thinks are classy 
are next to the cashier, with the highlight being no less than Jamie 
Gillis' Humiliated White Boy. The cassette's backside waxes romantic 
about Gillis' toe-sucking proclivities and attraction to a sassy black 


chick, while the front shows him about to suck a dildo. The Devil in 
John Holmes also sat by the cash register, featuring the sexual 
performances of a dead man. You could buy or rent it. 


The tabloids like Screw, Fetish Times, Ouch and swinger rags are 


practically on the ceiling. The main room is nothing but shelves of 
videos, including Ilsa: Harem Keeper of the Oil Shieks, on sale for 
$79.95. There are signs alluding to the back room with magazines 


just past the booths now. The booth area had surprisingly few people 
and is grubbier, since the Paki porters are now working as cashiers. 
The videos are hate driven. People are getting disaffected beatings; 
perhaps now this is the style with S&M, but it's the most final and 
ugly face. With the videocam, who knows how real the brutality is. 


In order to reach the written word and slick magazine section, 
one has to walk through the booth area over a metal ramp, past glass 
boxes containing velour Story of O bondage equipment: restraints and 
nipple clamps, plus a wall full of enema and douche bags for those who 
like that warm wet feeling. This boutique setting draws less of the 
Dead of Night crowd and more deviant yuppies in the midst of blackouts 
from too much Halcion or Xanax. With VISA cards in tow, you always 
hear them saying "1'11 be putting this on my card" as they purchase PVC 


maid's outfits and glow in the dark dongs. It's the true S&M enthusiast's 


worst nightmare incarnated: this new crowd really are people who, 
because of various prescriptions, can't execute a regular sex act. 

There are a plethora of sex feeling alterations that clinically emerge 
from the current American wave of antidepressants like Prozac or zoloft, 
and tranquilizers like Xanax and Halcion. Kinematics has even sunk so 
low that they sell rubber dolls guaranteed to withstand 250 pounds of 
pressure. 


The written word section is much less frivolous, although what 
used to be a wall and a half now takes up three. The most luxurious 
offering is Diva, a well known and beautifully executed oversize 
foreign fetish publication, with issues selling for about $50 and 
sitting behind the cashier's plexiglass. Milt mentioned that he had 
bought a great deal of stock from a certain supplier, and the racks 
are dominated by B&D Pleasures, aka Bill and Debbie Majors Enterprises, 
who are longtime West Coast S&M merchants. Their magazines are very 
no frills, done on the cheap, lacklustre. The Stanton assortment 
remains, along with off kilter one shots such as Chastisement at St. 
Michelle's. There's the standard dirty bookstore paperbacks, as well 
as Barney Rosset's Victorian Blue Moon paperbacks, and a weird fanzine 
declaring Joan Crawford a bitch. 


Just as Bill's, its original owner, Kinematics catered to diehard 
catfight fans, and Milt's Kinematics was the ultimate fetish specialty 
store, this new Kinematics has degenerated into just another Indo-Paki 
dirty bookstore. All the naughty charm has been erased. One can see 
that with Milt's eye on the dollar what used to be opium for many has 
turned into Prozac for many more. = ne 
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SHE LOVES TO AW 
WRESTLE! A 


Val Savage is a beautiful but vicious female, 
a bully who loved to fight. Her only desire in 
life is to defeat every antagonist she comes in 
contact with both physically and mentally. I was 
just a teenager when I first met this Glamazon! 
d But the fury of that first encounter with her 
still remains as vivid as if it happened yester- 
day. I had just moved to a different neighbor- 
lhood and the new friends I met had made some re- 
marks and joked about Val as she walked by us 
fone day--to help my acceptance with the boys I 
iopenly taunted her. Instead of ignoring me as I 
thought she would she came after me...... 


She caught up to me afte 
pv short run and seizing 
di: by the hair pulle 
me to the grour 
She was upon 


(7 


ILL TEACH 
YOU A THIN: 
OR TWO 


BILL LANDIS 
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| DILAUPiD = 4 


Dilaudid is a peded narcotic which has strong sexüal overtones to 
many of its users. It's a semisynthetic offshoot. of heroin and 
morphine, and is usually administered to people dying of cancer and 
those in severe pain from heart disease, burns or surgical procedures. 
The American federal government classifies them as a Schedule II 
narcotic under the Controlled Substances Act because of their high 
strength and addictive potential. 


Dilaudids are only manufactured by one company, Knoll, and come 
in small tablets with a comet shaped "K" on one side and the strength 


in milligrams on the other. The most commonly seen Dilaudids are the 
maximum strength, yellow, 4 milligram tablets, and the red-orange 2 
milligram ones. The 1 and 3 milligram tablets are virtually never 


seen streetwise. 


-In junky terminology a 4 milligram Dilaudid is equal to a good 
bag of dope but costs anywhere from $15 to $30. These yellow pills 
were once commonly available in the Hell's Kitchen area of New York 
City during the early to mid 1980s. Dealer's nature: being what it was, 
some were bootlegs made from a pill press. You just wouldn't feel them, 
the high was a nanosecond, and then you'd be aggravated. There is still 
a scene like this going on around Delancey Street and a word to the wise 
should be sufficient. 


One is best SEE purchasing the 2 milligram red-orange tablets 
because they're simply not bootlegged. They. are generally obtained 
through serious injury or medical procedures, and the afflicted sell 
them to purchase another high, like a $15 bag of Checkmate dope, Or 
new school Heaven and Hell. 


‘ You can injest Dilaudids in various ways. Since they are so 
small they're easy to smash, cook up and shoot, ‘or snort. You can also 
eat them, but: Tha effects won't be felt for at least fifteen minutes 
and the high isn't as dramatic. The high itself lasts at least eight ` 
hours with-a hangover of up to twenty four. Four milligrams is a l 
sensible safe dosage, but you can easily move up to 6 or 8 milligrams - 
over a couple of hours once you've been seasoned to the drug. 


When real. Dilaudids are shot or snorted there is a bitter taste. 
that lingers far longer than dope. The rush when mainlining them can 
last several minutes and has the sexual excitement of shooting coke. 

A warm feeling floods the genitals and you become uncontrollably 


‘sexually driven. However, ‘there is none of the priapism of Boca iis 


in which one wants to execute sexual acts but the genitals won't 


respond. With Dilaudids the sex act can be prolonged into many 


pleasurable hours. You can drift in and out of your subconscious and 
drift into your partner's for a delicious five hours. Dilaudids allow 
the user to reach the ecstasy that sex magician Aleister Crowley 
termed Erotocomatose Lucidity in which you feel you could be fucked to 
death. Not only can Dilaudids increase the pleasure of the user, 

they can increase his or her tolerance: to pain. Everything from 

aa dials to the insertion of prosthetic devices becomes possible. 


Of course, this is the viewpoint of a true lover of this drug. 
Some cranky junkies complain that their tolerance to Dilaudids can 
skyrocket quickly to ten 4 milligram tablets per day without any 
noticeable increase in the high. Some only do the drug to get Straight 
when nothing else reliable is around. You have to have a good deal of 


money to let go for them, since Dilaudids have always been a more 
expensive high than dope. 


Let me warn you, though, that just as this dru 
aspects that differentiate it from other opiods, 
symptoms. They are fairly severe. Depression, 
body aches, and the overall feeling of nausea an 
price that will be extracted from the user. 


g has its unique 

so are its withdrawal 
virtually crippling 
d clamminess are the 


ADDRESSES OF INTEREST 


a er can be contacted directly at: P.O. Box 223, Kõllinton 
- His voluminous catalogue is 10 tal i : 
of other classic artists as well 4 3 + OF ree thie artwork 
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FEATURING. MALE DOMINATION 
ILLUSTRATED WITH 35 PHOTOS 
OF MALES IN FEMININE CLOTHES 


P-21 TAKING HER DOWN A PEG 

Stan Helen thought herself a Mildred Burke Karol 
figures ahe needs taking down but Is pinned down 
£ dunked In the surf 


P-22 THE INSTIGATOR 
Stan. George lures his two dales into the woods & 
gets them into a murderous light. 


P-23 MAYHEM MEETING 
Stan, Robert. slugged in an alley, la saved by Fran. 
who reaily can light. He ls Introduced to her club. 


P-24 LEARNING THE ROPES 
Sian. Bob goes to the club for a lesson & he gets it 


P-25 GRUDGE FIGHT 
Stan. Lisa & Fran get into a murderous tight 


P- FREE FOR ALL 
Stan. Fran's engagement party ends in a lee 
tor-ait 


PI CONQUERED & ENSLAVED 
Stan. Bob mares Fran and Is enslaved 


P-28 INDIAN MAID 
Gien. When the braves are away, the squaws will 
fight 

P-29 CRO-MAGNON GIAL 

Glen, Proves her right to hunt & tight with the men. 


P-30 VALEMES TRY OUT 
Valeria has 10 prove to the board thal she can 
handie men in a public match 


P-31 GLORIA-CHALLENGER 
Phil. Gioria sama a crack at Valerie by mince mest- 
ing her opponent 


P-22 BRAWLING ROOMMATES 
Tony. Showglet Peggy learns that her steady beau 
is dating her roommate. A flerce fight follows 


P-33 THE INSTIGATOR GETS HIS LUMPS 

Stan. George la sum by the three giris he 
lured into light. All these pile on him. 

9-94 THE DANCER & THE WRESTLER 

‘Stan. Lyna la peeved al her roommate's secrecy, 
Sha tries to beat It out of her £ calches a tartar 


P-a GOSSIP A THE BRAWL 
Stan. Redhead Marvatia gossips to Vera and gets 
harset! the fight of her life. 


PI WINNER TAKE ALL 
‘Stan. Vera täkas on Joan and wins the belt and 
Paul 


P40 THE CAT GIRL 
Sten, Vera with a high heeled intruder 
Alter a savage fight she discovers i's a boy. 
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1 CRIMINI DELL'AMORE) 


Regia di FIIO TRRTI RENDAELI 


«Pasolini al teatro in cerca di ispirazione. Girerà il Vangelo secondo Sade?» Foto tratta dal 
settimanale politico «// Borghese», 1966. 


